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EDITORIAL 


CANADA  OPENS  HER  DOORS 


FOR  many  years  immigration  as  a  government 
policy  was  not  popular.  Canada,  like  the 
United  States,  closed  her  doors  to  the  thou- 
sands who  were  clamoring  at  her  gates  to  be 
given  a  new  chance  in  a  new  world.  For  Canada 
was  a  young  country  and  still  remained  ''The 
land  of  magnificent  distances  and  illimitable  pos- 
sibilities" as  one  of  her  Governor  Generals, 
the  Marquis  of  Lome,  described  her.  The  years 
of  depression  restricted  this  vision  and  we  were 
content  to  keep  the  land  for  ourselves. 

The  war  has  changed  our  outlook.  We  became 
overnight,  with  the  United  States,  "the  arsenal 
of  democracy."  Labor  was  at  a  premium,  indus- 
try developed  at  a  phenomenal  rate.  While  our 
boys  were  fighting  on  all  fronts,  our  men  and 
women  on  the  "home  front"  were  forging  the 
arms  that  they  and  their  allies  needed  to  carry 
the  world-wide  struggle  on  to  victory.  Canada's 
war  effort  was  far  in  excess  to  the  ratio  of  our 
population  when  compared  to  that  of  other 
nations  with  a  greater  population. 

This  rapid  expansion  of  our  industries  now 
remains  with  us.  The  conversion  from  war  to 
peace  has  forced  our  Dominion  to  make  a  bid  for 
world  markets.  The  shortage  of  manpower  was 
soon  felt.  Unemployment  has  reached  its  lowest 
level  in  the  history  of  Canadian  industry. 

The  agonizing  problem  of  Displaced  Persons 
in  Europe  has  also  helped  to  bring  immigration 
to  the  fore.  Why  not  open  our  land  and  our 
factories  to  those  unfortunate  ones,  whose  sole 
offence  was  to  have  been  victims  of  cruel  aggres- 
sion or  who  refuse  to  live  under  the  domination 
of  Russia?  Soon  pressure  of  public  opinion 
within  our  gates  and  from  without  forced  our 


Government  to  face  the  issue.  Why  not  help 
ourselves  by  helping  others? 

Mr.  Ludger  Dionne,  a  French-Canadian  Mem- 
ber of  the  Federal  Pai'liament,  was  the  first  to 
face  the  issue  and  solve  it  in  a  rather  dramatic 
way.  Owner  of  a  textile  mill  in  St.  George  de 
Beauce  in  the  Province  of  Quebec,  he  was  feeling 
the  acuteness  of  the  labor  shortage.  With  the 
knowledge  of  our  Government,  he  flew  over  to 
Europe,  visited  the  detention  camps  and  soon 
found  one  hundred  Polish  girls  who  were  willing 
to  exchange  their  prison  for  freedom  in  Canada. 
He  chartered  two  planes  and  flew  them  over  to 
the  country  of  their  choice.  They  are  living  in  a 
hostel,  well  cared  for  by  the  Sisters  in  charge, 
and  earning  the  standard  wage  of  the  Province. 
Instead  of  wasting  their  young  lives  in  a  concen- 
tration camp  they  now  breathe  the  air  of  freedom 
and  can  plan  a  new  life  in  a  new  country.  The 
nightmare  of  their  devastated  country  and  of 
their  broken  homes  remains  but  a  sad  memory 
of  the  past.   Their  eyes  are  now  on  the  future. 

For  Mr.  Dionne  this  was  a  stroke  of  good  busi- 
ness and  a  great  act  of  Christian  charity.  This 
dramatic  action  of  his  created  quite  a  stir  in 
political  and  labor  circles.  The  matter  was 
brought  up  on  the  floor  of  the  House  and  widely 
discussed  by  labor  unions.  But  just  recently  our 
acting  Minister  of  Immigration,  the  Honorable 
Mr.  Howe,  on  his  return  from  Europe  paid  a 
great  tribute  of  admiration  to  the  foresight  of 
Mr.  L.  Dionne.  "He  showed  us  all,"  said  Mr. 
Howe  in  an  interview,  "how  it  could  be  done.  I 
heard  a  great  deal  about  Mr.  Dionne  in  Europe 
and  everything  is  to  his  credit.  He  broke  the  ice 
and  that  is  a  great  deal  to  his  credit." 


RUSSIA'S  PLAN  IS  TO  TAKE  OVER  WHILE  WE  TALK  OVER 
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Canada  is  now  bringing  in  between  twenty-five 
and  thirty  thousand  immigrants  a  month  from 
Britain  and  Continental  Europe.  As  a  result  of 
the  Honorable  Mr.  Howe's  recent  visit  overseas 
the  flow  may  be  doubled  or  tripled.  By  early  next 
year  immigrants  may  be  coming  at  the  rate  of 
seventy  to  one  hundred  thousand  a  year,  depending 
on  transportation  facilities. 

The  Government  of  the  Province  of  Ontario  is 
contacting  on  its  own  several  thousand  in  Great 
Britain  and  bringing  them  over  by  air.  Twice  a 
week  a  plane  lands  at  Malton,  the  Toronto  Airport, 
with  forty  immigrants.  They  are  met  by  Red 
Cross  workers,  relatives,  friends  and  prospective 
employers.  Soon  they  are  absorbed  in  the  life  of 
their  new  land.  England,  with  its  sad  war  memo- 
ries and  present-day  food  shortages,  is  to  them  a 
thing  of  the  past. 

The  present  influx  of  immigrants  is  based  upon 
the  power  of  absorption  of  the  country  in  its 
present  economical  and  industrial  conditions.  The 
Department  of  Labor  surveys  the  needs  for  man- 
power and  woman-power  in  the  various  segments 
of  Canadian  economy.  This  dictates  the  policy  of 
the  day.  Lumbering  and  farming  are  now  in  great 
need  of  man-power.  So  Canada  is  calling  on  the 
displaced  male  population  of  Europe  to  meet  this 
want.  Already  two  ships  have  come  from  Bremer- 
haven,  each  with  over  eight  hundred  men.  From 
Halifax,  the  port  of  entry,  they  were  shipped  into 
the  lumber  camps  of  Northern  Ontario.  How 
happy  these  men  must  feel  in  the  open  spaces  of 
our  great  forests.  What  a  contrast  our  modern 
lumber  camps  offer  when  compared  with  the 
putrid,  barbed  wired  camps  they  have  known  in 
Germany,  Poland  and  Siberia.  And  here  they 
are  free ! 

Thousands  of  Polish  soldiers  who  have  fought 
for  us,  after  lingering  in  England,  faced  with  the 
uncertain  fate  of  their  beloved  Poland,  are  now 
working  on  Canadian  farms,  waiting  for  the  day 
when  they  will  have  a  few  acres  of  their  own 
where  they  can  return  to  their  traditional  way  of 
living. 

Perhaps  where  the  shortage  of  help  is  most 
felt  is  in  our  hospitals  and  institutions.  More  than 
one  thousand  girls  will  be  soon  on  their  way  from 
Germany  and  Poland  to  fill  this  pressing  demand. 

This  open-door  policy  of  Canada,  prompted  by 
economic  necessities  and  humanitarian  motives, 
will  prove  to  be  an  example  to  be  imitated  by  other 
nations.  Every  nation  owes  to  itself  self-protec- 
tion against  destructive  elements  which  may  with 
time  undermine  its  cherished  institutions.  An  in- 
telligent policy  demands  the  screening  of  our  pros- 
pective immigrants.  For  mass-immigration  gen- 
erates deep  social  problems.  Indiscriminate  immi- 
gration could  easily  lead  to  national  suicide. 

Never  before  in  history  has  the  civilized  world 
met  with  such  a  problem  as  that  of  the  displaced 
person  in  Europe.    Its  magnitude  is  overwhelm- 


ing. Yet,  we  maintain  that  today  it  stands  as  an 
opportunity  and  a  challenge  to  Church  and  State. 
May  we  accept  this  opportunity  and  meet  this 
challenge ! 


"Canada  Is  Richly  Endowed" 

It  was  as  a  result  of  ambition  backed  by  energy 
that  Canada  grew  from  the  scattered  settlements 
of  1867  to  its  present  stature.  It  developed  in 
spite  of  obstacles  which  might  have  tamed  and 
disheartened  lesser  people.  Our  country  is  divid- 
ed by  natural  barriers,  mountains  and  lakes,  and 
confined  by  rocks  and  tundra.  Even  today,  our 
settlements  still  fringe  the  southern  boundary, 
and  only  on  the  prairie  is  there  any  important 
town  more  than  100  miles  from  the  United  States 
border.  So  large  are  the  geographical  divisions 
that  even  within  themselves  they  have  distinctive 
types  of  people  and  differing  manners  of  living. 
At  the  time  of  confederation  people  talked  of  the 
"two  Canadas";  today  we  have  six  Canadas — the 
Maritimes,  the  St.  Lawrence  Valley  and  the  Lower 
Lakes,  the  Canadian  Shield,  the  Prairies,  the  Paci- 
fic Slope,  and  the  Yukon  and  northland.  Separat- 
ed by  miles  of  mountain,  forests,  lakes,  and  wide 
rivers,  every  division  is  making  its  special  and 
necessary  contribution  to  development  of  the 
Dominion. 

Canada's  problem  in  regard  to  resources  is  not 
one  of  getting,  but  of  developing  and  disposing 
in  an  equitable  and  sensible  manner.  Explora- 
tion of  the  economic  capacity  of  our  country  is 
still  in  its  early  stages,  but  we  are  aware  that 
Canada  is  very  richly  endowed.  Everyone  knows 
of  our  wheat-growing  potential.  In  the  past  five 
years  we  have  averaged  for  export  and  carry- 
over 633  million  bushels  a  year.  Everyone  has 
heard  about  our  treasure  caves  of  nickel,  gold, 
silver,  asbestos,  radium  and  scores  of  other  miner- 
als vital  to  modern  life.  Our  forests  are  exceeded 
in  size  by  those  of  only  two  other  countries.  "We 
have  the  largest  fishing  grounds  in  the  world.  "We 
are  the  world's  largest  producers  of  newsprint, 
platinum,  asbestos,  nickel  and  radium.  We  are 
second  in  aluminum,  wood  pulp,  and  hydro-elec- 
tric power.  We  are  third  in  producing  copper, 
lead  and  zinc.  And  yet,  and  this  is  the  rub,  we 
have  only  one  —  one  hundred  and  seventy-fifth 
(1/175)  of  the  world's  population.  —  Royal  Bank 
Monthly  Letter,  June,  1947. 


IP  YOU  DO  WHAT  YOU  SHOULD  NOT,  YOU  MUST  DEAR  WHAT  YOU  WOULD  NOT 
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WORRY  TABLE 

Here's  a  rough  approximation  of 
what  most  people  worry  about. 
Give  it  some  study,  use  your  sense 
of  humor,  and  perhaps  it  will  help 
you  eliminate  some  of  your  own 
worries : 

Things  that  never  happened.  .40% 
Things    over    and    past  that 
couldn't  be  changed  by  all 
the  worry  in  the  world ....  3  0  % 

Petty  worries   10% 

Needless  health  worries  12% 

Real  legitimate  worries   8% 

Margaret  P.  McOordic, 
University  of  Wisconsin. 


THE  MISSIONS  .  .  . 

CONCERN 


OUR 


"A  Catholic's1  concern  for  the 
missions,"  writes  our  Holy  Father, 
"should  go  as  deep  as  the  charac- 
ter imprinted  on  the  soul  in  Bap- 
tism and  Confirmation,  whereby  we 
are  conformed  to  the  likeness  af 
Christ,  deputed  to  his  service  and 
pledged  to  work  hard  and  con- 
stantly for  the  building  up  and 
increase  of  the  Mystical  Body  of 
Jesus  Christ." 


SAVE  OUR  CHILDREN 

In  a  recent  number  of  "Reader's 
Digest"  there  is  a  most  arresting 
article  by  Dr.  Fosdick  of  New  York 
on  "Religious  Teaching  foir  a 
Child."  In  it  are  the  following 
words:  "All  the  aggressive  ideolo- 
gies competing  for  mankind's  fu- 
ture are  trying  to  capture  the  chil- 
dren and  no  system  of  thought  and 
life  can  persist  unless  it  captures 
the  children.  It  was  not  Jesus 
only  who  said,  'Suffer  the  little 
children  to  come  unto  me.'  Lenin 
said,  'Give  me  five  years'  talk  to 
the  children,  and  my  clock  shall 
not  be  set  back.'  Baldur  von 
Shirach  (Nazi  Youth  Leader)  said 
at  Munich  in  1935,  'Give  me  a 
child  of  six  to  educate  and  he  will 
belong  to  me  foir  life' — and  we 
have  the  torture  cells  of  Dachau, 
the  gas  chambers'  of  Belsen  and  the 
furnaces  of  Buchenwald.  That 
some  Churches  are  a  flat  failure  in 
dealing  with  children  is  one  of  our 
major  tragedies.  A  child  is  for- 
tunate who  grow®  up  in  the  kind  of 
church  that  specializes  in  children, 
and  from  the  nursery  groups  up, 
through  all  the  changing  interests 
of  growing  boys  and  girls,  makes 
the  church  a  fascinating  fellowship, 
where  they  play,  discuss,  learn  and 
worship  together." 


NO    MONOPOLY    OP  PROFES- 
SIONAL WORKERS 

You  must  crusade  to  keep  char- 
ity from  becoming  the  monopoly  of 
professional  workers,  even  when 
they  are  under  Catholic  auspices. 
It  is  only  because  of  a  lack  of  voca- 
tions that  some  of  our  parochial 
classrooms  are  staffed  by  lay  peo- 
ple, for  even  though  in  the  main 
they  are  talented  and  devoted  per- 
sons, parents  feel  better  about  their 
children's  education  when  the 
little  one9  are  being  taught  by  the 
Religious.  Though  the  bulk  of  the 
Church's  charitable  activity  must 
be  carried  on  at  present  by  full- 
time  professional  workers,  it  is, 
nevertheless,  true  that  the  dis- 
bursement of  the  poor  boxes  to  the 
needy  parishioners  by  volunteer 
Vincentians  is  closer  to  the  spirit 
of  Christian  charity  than  the  ex- 
penditure of  millions  of  dollars  by 
professional  workers  whose  hows 
of  duty  are  measured  by  a  clock, 
and  whose  salary  means  so  much 
less  can  be  given  to  the  poor. 

Rev.  Cornelius  J.  Drew  in 
"The  Catholic  Charities  Review." 


SCRAPS  OF  PAPER! 

In  these  days  of  certificate-wor- 
ship and  wild  scrambling  after  the 
degrees  and  diplomas  which  would 
seem  indispensable  to  the  attain^ 
ing  of  success  in  any  branch  of  liv- 
ing, from  the  feeding  of  a  baby  to 
the  conducting  of  a  symphony,  we 
are  reminded  of  the  following  story 
told  by  one  of  our  leading  business 
men  who  started  his  career  over  25 
years  ago: 

"Having  completed  my  training 
at  a  business  college,  I  confidently 
presented  myself  one  morning  to 
the  head  of  the  Institution  to  which 
I  desired  to  attach  my  youthful 
energies.  The  great  man  greeted 
me  kindly  and  having  explained  to 
him  that  I  was  hoping  he  would 
give  me  an  opportunity  to  begin 
work  with  his  firm,  I  began  with 
great  pride  to  unroll  my  rather  im- 
posing-looking diploma  for  his  in- 
spection and  edification. 

"Mr.  X.  watched  me  for  a  second 
or  two  with  an  amused  smile.  Then, 
patting  me  on  the  shoulder,  with- 
out even  a  glance  at  my  precious 
document,  he  said:  'Report  at  the 
office  tomorrow  morning,  my  lad. 
If  you  can  do  the  work  we'll  soon 
find  out,  and  if  you  can't,  no  scrap 
of  paper  is  going  to  help  you!'  " 


Ways  in  Which  You  Can 
Work  for  the 

Salvation 

Op 

Souls 

1.  Renew  your  subscription  to 
the  "Field  at  Home."  Every 
$1.00  helps. 

2.  Send  us  stamps  for  the  mail- 
ing of  religious  instruction  to 
poor  children  in  isolated  dis- 
tricts. 

3.  Collect  holy  pictures,  medals, 
rosaries,  prayer  books  and 
New  Testaments  for  distribu- 
tion among  our  Catholic  peo- 
ple in  the  Far  West. 

4.  Keep  a  sanctuary  light  burn- 
ing in  one  of  our  missions. 

5.  Donate  vestments,  altar  lin- 
ens, etc.,  to  one  of  our  mis- 
sion chapels. 

6.  Donate  linens,  or  hospital 
supplies  to  our  little  hospit- 
als in  the  "West. 

7.  Provide  a  much-needed  dic- 
tionary for  the  Sisters  con- 
ducting our  religious  corres- 
pondence work  in  Regina. 

8.  Adopt  a  Catholic  family  to 
whom  you  will  remail  Catho- 
lic literature.  In  this  way 
you  will  be  participating  in 
the  Apostolate  of  the  Press. 
Our  Sisters  in  Regina  will 
gladly  supply  names  and  ad- 
dresses of  families  who  will 
be  most  grateful  for  your  Ca- 
tholic magazines  and  papers 
after  you  have  read  them.  The 
address  is:  2220  Cameron 
St.,  Regina,  Sask. 


NONE  PREACHES  BETTER  THAN  THE  ANT,  AND  SHE  SAYS  NOTHING 
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Christmas  in  Rycroft 


WHAT  is  Christmas  like  in  Rycroft,"  some- 
one asked  us  not  long  ago,  "what  do  you 
do  ?"  It  would  take  a  whole  book  to  de- 
scribe everything  we  do  but  this  little  article  will 
take  care  of  a  few  things. 

'Christmas,  1947,  seemed  especially  beautiful  and 
satisfying,  with  the  satisfaction  that  comes  from 
a  true  peace  of  heart,  and  with  the  spiritual  mean- 
ing so  dear  to  the  heart  of  all  Catholics.  The 
softly  falling  snow  glittering  with  a  million  dia- 
monds, the  hush  of  expectancy  over  everything, 
the  frosty  glitter  of  the  stars,  your  heart  a-tiptoe 
with  the  wonder  of  this  night — all  this,  and  much 
more,  is  Christmas  at  Rycroft. 

Preparing  for  the  Christ  Child 

The  day  before  was  spent  in  putting  the  finish- 
ing touches  to  the  Crib  and  sanctuary  of  the 
Church.  (The  parish  church  is  our  chapel  here  in 
Rycroft,  as  we  have  not  yet  a  chapel  in  our  con- 
vent. We  have  become  accustomed  to  this  and  it 
is  now  a  mere  nothing  to  shovel  our  way  to  church 
in  winter  for  prayers,  and  then  to  shovel  our  way 
home  again,  although,  to  be  strictly  truthful,  the 
Pastor  and  the  children  do  most  of  the  shovel- 
ling.) At  the  close  of  the  day  we  reviewed  our 
work  and  found  the  altar  resplendent  with  bronze 
and  white  flowers,  cedar  boughs  and  golden  lights 
(the  flower-vases  were  propped  up  on  tins  of  to- 
mato soup  to  give  them  height,  but  what  of  that?) 
The  'Crib  was  beautiful  in  its  simplicity — ever- 
green trees  on  either  side  of  a  painted  canvas 
background  with  the  Star  of  Bethlehem  giving 
forth  real  light,  our. little  Lord  lying  on  straw  in 
His  manger,  nothing  else,  except  the  ox  and  the 
ass  on  either  side. 

In  Four  Years — What  a  Difference! 

It  was  very  satisfying  to  see  the  Church,  Crib 
and  altar  so  beautiful  and  to  think  we  had  had  a 
hand  in  making  them  so.  Only  four  short  years 
ago  there  was  no  altar,  no  Crib,  no  Tabernacle, 
no  church,  no  centre  of  Catholic  life  as  exists  this 
Christmas  in  Rycroft.  And  now — Midnight  Mass 
in  a  crowded  church,  the  choir  singing  Gregorian 
Chant,  many  Communicants,  (two  of  these  being 
newly-baptized  converts  making  their  First  Com- 
munion) and  onr  Catholic  boys  serving  Mass. 
How  humble  we  become  as  we  look  at  all  this  and 
realize  that  God  has  deigned  to  use  us  as  His  in- 
struments in  helping  to  "preach  the  Gospel  to 
every  creature."  Even  here  on  earth  those  who 
work  in  His  Vineyard  receive  the  hundredfold 
Hint  He  promised. 


Cassocks  for  Two 

Ours  is  the  privilege  of  helping  to  establish  and 
carry  on  (where  none  existed  before)  some  of  the 
Liturgical  customs  and  usages  of  our  Holy  Mother 
the  Church.  Many  of  these  customs,  so  taken  for 
granted  in  older  Catholic  communities,  assume 
tremendous  proportions  to  the  uninitiated.  Our 
altar  boys  all  but  collapsed  when  Sister  H.  sug- 
gested that  TWO  serve  at  Mass  on  Christmas 
night.  You  would  have  thought  it  was  one  of 
those  dangerous,  new-fangled  innovations  to  be 
froAvned  out  of  existence.  But  after  a  few  per- 
suasive talks,  Sister  convinced  Paul  and  Pat  that 
they  would  like  to  collaborate  in  serving  at  Mid- 
night Mass.  Then  came  the  question  of  cassocks. 
Although  Ave  sometimes  borrow  the  motto  of  the 
Americans  during  the  Avar,  "The  hard  things  we 
do  at  once,  the  impossible  takes  a  little  longer" 
there  is  one  obstacle  we  haven't  as  yet  surmount- 
ed, namely,  getting  cassocks  big  enough  for  our 
High  School  boys  who  serve  Mass.  They  have 
shoulders  like  any  Notre  Dame  half-back,  the  re- 
sult of  vacations  spent  picking  roots,  cutting 
brush  and  stooking  grain.  HoAvever,  to  get  back 
to  the  question  of  rubrics,  an  old  cassock  of  Fa- 
ther's Avas  requisitioned  for  Paul.  Of  course  it 
Avouldn't  button  across  the  chest  but  the  surplice 
covered  a  multitude  of  impossibilities.  For  Pat 
there  Avas  a  discarded  Redemptorist  habit  (every- 
thing is  grist  to  our  mill)  which  fitted  him  like 
a  Roman  toga  but  Ave  pinned  it  in  here  and  there 
and  it  served.  The  cassocks  were  too  short  but 
fortunately  the  altar-rail  is  of  varnished  wooden 
panels,  sans  openings,  so  from  a  distance  every- 
thing Avas  according  to  "Orate  Fratres"  (the  most 
exacting  standard  we  know  of,  to  date). 

Variety  in  Service 

May  Ave  say  in  passing  that  the  altar  boys  here 
at  Rycroft  are  to  us  a  source  of  never-ending 
amazement,  amusement  and  edification.  St.  Mich- 
ael's Cathedral  may  have  greater  numbers  but  it 
couldn't  possibly  have  greater  variety  than  St. 
Peter  and  Paul's  Church  in  Rycroft.  There's  Mr. 
Bosser,  white  haired  and  venerable,  Mr.  Laurin, 
Manager  of  Rycroft's  Co-op  Store,  Mr.  Sullivan, 
a  railroad  man,  the  Catholic  boys  from  our  Dor- 
mitory, and  John,  a  non-Catholic  High  School  stu- 
dent, whose  occasional  lapses  of  memory  are  very 
funny,  such  as  putting:  the  humeral  veil  over 
Father's  shoulders  at  Benediction,  Avith  the  red 
side  out. 

As  Avas  mentioned  above,  tAvo  converts  made 
their  First  Communion  at  this  Midnight  Mass. 
(Continued  on  Page  9) 
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EDSON  EDITS 


Our  Eddie 

EDDIE  called  today.  It  was  his  weekly  visit, 
and  he  lost  no  time  in  greeting  everyone, 
making  use  of  his  privilege  to  wander 
around  even  to  the  kitchen,  where  he  knew  he 
would  be  treated  to  chocolate  milk  and  his  favour- 
ite cookies.  Not  many  patients  reach  his  status 
where  freedom  of  the  hospital  is  granted  because 
of  the  length  of  time  spent  here  and  a  fine  sense 
of  propriety.  Rarely  does  one  find  in  a  child  of 
ten  today  the  instinctive  courtesy  and  thought- 
fulness  which  characterizes  Eddie. 

These  qualities  were  recognized  soon  after  his 
admission  with  a  badly  burnt  leg.  The  little  fel- 
low learned  quickly  in  the  school  of  suffering. 
Taught  by  Sister,  he  accepted  his  plight  and 
through  the  ordeal  of  seven  graftings  and  even 
at  moments  when  he  was  very  close  to  death,  he 
would  call  on  "his"  Jesus  to  help  him.  Naturally, 
these  instructions  in  religion  could  not  be 
continued  without  his  mother's  permission. 
However,  this  was  readily  given,  and  Eddie 
drank  in  the  lovely  story  of  God's  eternal  love  for 
man- — and  especially  for  Eddie.  His  zeal  grew 
with  his  knowledge,  and  it  was  not  unusual,  on 
entering  the  ward,  to  find  him  instructing  his 
neighbors — lumberjacks  and  miners — who  re- 
spected the  sincerity  of  the  child,  and  listened. 

After  several  uncertain  months,  he  gradually 
regained  enough  vigour  to  be  convalescent.  He 
was  allowed  up  in  a  wheelchair  and  finally  found 
his  way  around  on  crutches.  His  own  experience, 
and  the  maladies  of  others,  gave  him  an  intense 
interest  in  medicine.  He  never  asked,  but  accept- 
ed eagerly  any  invitation  to  the  "Furmacy" 
(Pharmacy)  where  he  would  watch  closely  while 
lab  tests  were  done.  The  "snethescope"  intrigued 
him,  and  he  was  profuse  in  his  thanks  if  the  doc- 
tor lent  him  his. 

His  stay  lasted  over  a  year,  and  he  became  well 
versed  in  hospital  routine.  On  one  occasion,  his 
companion  in  the  ward  was  an  old  Irishman  who 
regaled  Eddie  with  his  "tall"  stories.  However, 
the  same  gentleman  was  not  immune  to  com- 
plaining at  times  when  he  actually  had  no  pain. 
It  was  Eddie's  turn.  One  evening  when  his 
friend  was  demanding  sedative,  Eddie  produced 
a  well-coated  licorice  in  the  shape  of  a  capsule 
and  asked  Sister  to  give  him  that.  Entering 
into  the  joke,  the  pill  was  given,  and  much  to 
Sister's  surprise,  the  "sedative"  worked,  and 
Eddie  went  to  sleep  laughing. 

Although  he  never  as  much  insinuated  a  prior- 
ity, it  was  understood  that  he  "belonged"  to  the 
Sisters,  and  on  claiming  that  right,  was  prepared 
for  the  duties  entailed.    He  was  most  eager  to 


Eddie  in  His  Wheel  Chair 


help  and  manifested  a  sense  of  responsibility  be- 
yond his  years. 

Only  the  approach  of  Christmas  resigned  him 
to  being  discharged.  When  he  left,  it  was  with 
the  promise  of  returning  every  week  for  a  visit. 
One  wonders,  when  he  calls,  what  the  future  holds 
for  a  little  boy  Avho  faces  the  world  with  nothing 
but  a  memory  of  the  Eternal  truths.  That  the 
sweet  spell  of  grace  be  continued  and  the  path  of 
the  Saviour  followed,  is  the  grace  we  are  asking 
for  our  Eddie. 

Red  Cross  Benefit 

During  the  past  few  years,  modern  medicine 
has  found  many  neAV  treatments  for  age-old  di- 
seases. A  treatment  which  is  continually  proving 
itself  very  effective  is  that  of  blood  transfusion. 
In  our  own  little  hospital,  we  have  considered 
the  establishment  of  a  blood  bank  a  necessity. 
With  the  transient  population  of  our  district,  it 
was  impossible  to  have  a  group  of  donors  who 
could  be  called  upon  at  a  moment's  notice.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  high  cost  of  purchasing  blood 
commercially  was  a  drawback  in  a  district  where 
the  recipients  could  hardly  afford  such  a  service. 

During  this  summer,  the  Canadian  Red  Cross 
Society  came  to  our  rescue  with  a  plan  for  supply- 
ing our  hospital  and  many  others  throughout 
Canada  with  dried  plasma  and  whole  blood. 
Hospitals  were  given  the  opportunity  to  accept 
or  refuse  the  proposal.  The  "Hospital  Agree- 
ment" requires  that  the  Red  Cross  supply  whole 
blood  and  dried  plasma  to  hospitals  free  of 
charge  and  that  they  supply  standard  sets  for  the 
intravenous  administration  of  the  transfusions 
and  be  responsible  for  the  sterilization,  servicing 
and  maintenance  of  such  sets.  The  Red  Cross  also 
agrees  to  provide  for  transport  for  the  blood  and 
equipment  either  by  road,  rail,  or  regular  sche- 
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duled  steamships  or  air  lines.  The  contract  re- 
quires that  the  hospital  make  no  service  charge 
whatever  to  any  person  for  the  transfusion  ad- 
ministered. 

The  contract  was  "signed,  sealed  and  deliver- 
ed" on  July  30th,  and  it  is  a  day  we  will  not  for- 
get, not  because  of  the  contract  itself,  but  because 
of  a  very  serious  railway  accident,  the  victims  of 
which  received  the  benefits  of  the  contract.  A 
small  boy  of  ten  years  was  brought  to  the  hospi- 
tal with  his  mother,  both  in  what  seemed  to  be  a 


dying  condition.  After  several  transfusions  of 
plasma  and  whole  blood,  the  boy's  condition  im- 
proved sufficiently  to  operate  and  repair  the  dam- 
age which  was  robbing  him  of  life. 

This  was  the  first  in  a  long  line  of  accidents 
and  serious  illnesses  to  receive  the  service  offered 
by  the  Red  Cross.  We  look  to  the  future  and 
know  that,  among  the  victims  of  the  dreaded  acci- 
dents so  common  among  woodsmen  and  miners, 
there  will  be  many  of  the  injured  brought  back 
to  normal  health  again. 

S.O.S.,  Edson 


BOOK  REVIEWS 


MARYKNOLL  SPIRITUAL  DIRECTORY.  Com- 
piled by  James  E.  Walsh,  M.M.,  D.D.,  Titular 
Bishop  of  Sata.  Field  Afar  Press,  121  East 
39th  Street,  New  York,  N.Y.   Price  $2.00. 

One  of  the  marvels  of  the  American  Church  is 
undoubtedly  the  rapid  extension  of  Maryknoll. 
Founded  only  a  few  years  ago,  this  Society  of 
Missioners  has  already  carved  for  itself  a  most 
enviable  place  in  the  Field  Afar.  The  secret  of 
its  success  lies  in  the  spiritual  formation  of  its 
subjects. 

The  book  under  review  gives  us  a  glimpse  of 
this  formation.  Through  its  pages  we  follow  the 
neophyte  through  his  years  of  preparation  in  the 
seminary.  The  Rule,  the  Virtues,  specifically 
sacerdotal,  the  priestly  ideals  are  the  primary 
objects  of  his  considerations.  But.  being  destined 
to  work  in  the  mission  field,  it  is  but  just  that  at- 
tention should  be  given  to  the  virtues  of  a  mis- 
sioner.  The  Chapter  on  the  "Mission  Virtues" 
and  the  "Characteristics  of  Missioners"  are  the 
kernel  of  this  Spiritual  Directory.  They  give  us 
that  spiritual  background  so  necessary  for  the 
effectiveness  of  missionary  work.  They  should  be 
read  and  pondered  over,  particularly  by  all  who 
are  called  by  God  to  work  in  His  Vineyard. 

As  long  as  Maryknoll  remains  faithful  to  the 
ideals  outlined  in  this  book  its  name  will  remain 
"blessed  on  earth  and  known  in  heaven." 

G.D. 


THE  MASS  AND  THE  SEVEN  SACRAMENTS, 
by  Rev.  Dr.  Rumble,  M.S.C.  Radio  Replies 
Press,  St.  Paul  1,  Minn.    Price  $1.00. 

This  little  volume  is  a  companion  book  to 
"Mosaic  Manifesto  of  The  Ten  Commandments" 
by  the  same  author.  It  offers  a  simple  yet  com- 
plete explanation  of  the  Mass  and  the  Sacraments 
and  should  be  a  valuable  aid  to  those  who  have  the 
duty  of  instructing  children  and  converts. 

GIVE  ACCORDING  TO  YOUR  MEANS,  OR  GOD  WILL 


MAKING  MARRIAGE  CLICK,  by  Rev.  Law- 
rence G.  Lovasick,  S.V.D.  Radio  Replies 
Press,  St.  Paul  1,  Minn.  Price  10  cents. 

A  pamphlet  written  for  the  guidance  and  en- 
couragement of  married  people,  with  the  hope  that 
it  may  help  to  keep  fresh  in  their  minds  the  holi- 
ness, dignity  and  obligations  of  the  great  Sacra- 
ment of  Matrimony. 


DIFFICULT  STAR,  by  Katherine  Burton,  tells 
the  life  story  of  Pauline  Marie  Jaricot,  foundress 
of  the  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the 
Faith.  The  book  is  divided  into  three  parts. 
The  first,  entitled  "Skylark  of  Paradise",  des- 
cribes Pauline's  early  life  when,  as  the  belle 
of  Lyons  society  she  participated  in  the  gaieties 
of  the  post-Revolutionary  period.  The  second, 
"The  Soul  of  Mile.  Jaricot,"  portrays  the  remark- 
able change  of  heart  experienced  by  this  wealthy 
young  woman  and  her  efforts  to  make  reparation 
to  the  Sacred  Heart  for  the  indignities  heaped  on 
Him  by  her  countrymen,  as  well  as  to  aid  in  the 
expansion  of  His  Kingdom  by  establishing  a 
society  to  collect  for  the  missions.  The  third, 
"Martyr  of  the  Heart,"  described  Miss  Jaricot's 
efforts  to  apply  the  principles  of  social  justice 
to  the  working  man  of  France.  Her  sufferings 
in  this  cause  have  won  her  the  title  of  "the 
woman  who  lived  one  hundred  years  too  soon." 

"Difficult  Star"  is  published  by  Longmans, 
Green  &  Company.  The  price  is  $2.75,  but  a  dis- 
count of  40%  will  be  allowed  on  orders  for  25  or 
more  copies. 
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Saskatoon  Says  . 


THAT  it  was  at  the  invitation  and  with  the 
encouragement  of  His  Excellency  the  Most 
Keverend  Philip  P.  Poeock,  Bishop  of  Saska- 
toon, that  the  Sisters  of  Service  made  a  founda- 
tion in  this  city  and  purchased  the  building  on 
the  banks  of  the  Saskatchewan  River  listed  under 
civic  number  942  Saskatchewan  Crescent,  E. 

That  the  purpose  of  this  mission  is  to  provide  a 
Catholic  Home  for  Catholic  young  ladies  who 
come  to  this  city  to  attend  the  University  of 
Saskatchewan. 

That  the  house  is  conducted  according  to  the 
S.O.S.  policy  of  friendliness  and  good  cheer.  The 
health  and  welfare  of  the  students  are  taken  care 
of  by  two  Sisters  and  a  good  cuisine.  Their  spirit- 
ual needs  find  satisfaction  in  the  quiet  of  a  well- 
appointed  chapel. 

That  the  students  of  our  house  are  rated  high 
at  Newman  Club. 

That  the  Catholic  AVelfare  Council,  an  agency 
of  the  Community  Chest,  employs  an  S.O.S.  as  its 
social  worker  for  the  Catholic  Community  of 
Saskatoon. 

That  this  chapel  was  made  possible  by  the  fi- 
nancial assistance  of  good  friends  :  the  C.W.L.  Dio- 
cese of  Saskatoon;  our  Eastern  Leaguers,  the 
C.W.L.  of  St.  Johns,  Que. ;  and  Mr.  J.  J.  Cronin. 
The  Sisters  of  Service  Convener  for  the  Diocese 
of  Saskatoon,  Mrs.  J.  Elhatton,  assisted  by  her 
very  able  committee,  headed  by  Mrs.  J.  J.  Leddy, 
assisted  in  meeting  the  expenses  involved,  and  all 
rural  sub-divisions  contributed  generously  to  the 
fund. 

That  on  February  23rd,  1947,  His  Excellency 
Bishop  Pocock  celebrated  the  first  Mass  on  the 
mission.  Jerry  Cronin,  young  son  of  our  friend 
and  benefactor,  Mr.  J.  J.  Cronin.  served  the  Mass. 
His  Excellency  spoke  words  of  encouragement 
and  kindness  to  our  small  community  on  this 
memorable  occasion,  using  as  his  text:  "And  my 
delights  were  to  be  with  the  children  of  men." 

That  the  Chapel  is  dedicated  to  St.  Philip  Neri, 
patron  saint  of  our  Bishop,  and  that  in  it  there 
took  place  an  eventful  ceremony  on  the  morning 
of  May  26th,  the  Feast  of  St.  Philip.  His  Excel- 
lency said  Mass,  served  by  Reverend  L.  J. 
Sweeney,  O.M.I.,  Chaplain  of  the  C.W.L.,  Saska- 
toon. The  President  of  the  C.W.L.,  Mrs.  Legars, 
and  her  Executive  attended.  His  Excellency 
addressed  the  guest  congregation.  He  paid  tri- 
bute to  the  Sisters  of  Service  and  their  work  in 
the  Diocese,  expressing  the  wish  and  the  prayer 
that  their  numbers  would  increase  to  allow  a 
fuller  development  of  their  work  in  the  West. 
He  recalled  that  his  patron,  St.  Philip  Neri,  had 


a  great  devotion  to  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass 
and  he  hoped  that  this  chapel,  under  his  patron- 
age, would  inspire  others  to  share  this  devotion. 
In  summarizing  the  life  of  his  patron,  he  said 
that  St.  Philip  was  a  joyful  saint — a  happy  saint 
— and  he  hoped  that  the  house  that  bore  his  name 
would  be  a  house  of  joy  and  apostolic  zeal. 

That  on  March  12th,  1947,  His  Excellency, 
assisted  by  Keverend  K.  B.  Klein,  O.M.I.,  Secre- 
tary to  the  Bishop,  erected  the  Stations  of  the 
Cross.  They  are  the  gift  of  Judge  V.  R.  Smith 
and  Mrs.  Smith.  Mrs.  Smith  was  present  and  all 
the  girls  residing  in  the  house.  It  was  the  first 
time  any  of  them  had  assisted  at  such  a  ceremony. 

That  on  November  1st,  Feast  of  All  Saints, 
Reverend  L.  J.  Munnclly,  C.S.B.,  gave  the  first 
Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament  to  be 
given  in  our  chapel.  The  Student  Choral  Group 
sang  the  Benediction  hymns. 


The  Chapel  in  Our  Saskatoon  Mission 
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The  Botanical  Zoo 


That  Weiiier  Roasts  are  very  popular  with  the 
students. 

That  our  summer  guests,  attending  Normal  and 
the  University,  and  the  resident  students  for  the 
term  46-47,  often  asked  for  outdoor  suppers  by 
the  banks  of  the  Saskatchewan.  These  were  will- 
ingly planned  and  provided  by  the  Sisters. 

That  our  botanical  zoo,  which  decorates  the 
window  ledges  of  living-room  and  sun-porch, 
blooms  and  blossoms  through  the  four  seasons. 
The  camel,  with  his  humpback  packed  full  of 
growing  begonias,  the  china  swine  groaning 
under  his  patch  of  posies,  and  the  fish  that  grows 
a  fine  line  of  fern  from  out  of  his  fish  bone,  all 
bask  in  this  western  sunshine  and  arouse  the 
curiosity  and  admiration  of  the  passersby. 

S.O.S.,  Saskatoon. 


Preparing  for  the  Weiner  Roast 


In  Touch  with  the  Martyrs 

TODAY  I  received  a  picture-postcard  of  the 
Martyrs'  Shrine,  Fort  St.  Marie,  Midland. 
It   brought   back   memories — pleasant  and 
holy  recollections  of  a  few  days  spent  last  summer 
on  a  spot  hallowed  by  the  footsteps  of  our  own 
Canadian  Martyrs. 

Every  evening  at  sunset  the  bell  pealed  out  its 
persuasive  summons  and  we  climbed  the  little  hill 
that  leads  from  the  hostel  to  the  Church  to  attend 
the  devotions  that  bring  to  a  close  the  day  of  a 
pilgrim  at  the  Shrine.  Hymns  are  sung  and 
prayers  to  the  Martyrs  recited.  A  short  talk  on 
one  or  other  of  the  martyrs  is  given  by  a  Jesuit 
Father.  (The  Jesuits,  as  is  but  fitting,  are  in 
charge  of  this  spot  hallowed  by  the  blood  of  their 
martyred  confreres).  Then  comes  Benediction, 
after  which  the  relics  of  the  martyrs  are  venerated. 
These  devotions  form  a  Perpetual  Novena  in 
honour  of  the  Martyrs  during  the  months  that  the 
Shrine  is  open  to  visitors. 

I  remember  (and  shall  always  remember)  some- 
thing said  by  the  priest  who  spoke  to  us  one  even- 
ing of  St.  Gabriel  Lallemant.  He  drew  our  atten- 
tion to  the  fact  that  of  the  eight  martyrs  pictured 
over  the  high  altar  four  labored  many  years  in 
the  mission  field  and  accomplished  much  for  the 
visible  spread  of  God's  Kingdom,  while  four  others 
(including  St.  Gabriel)  did  scarcely  any  active 
missionary  work.  "Yet,"  continued  Father,  and 
both  voice  and  words  made  an  indelible  impression 
on  my  consciousness,  "they  are  now  all  equal  in 
sanctity  and  martyrdom."  This  is  surely  a  great 
and  encouraging  lesson  for  those  of  us  who,  though 
eagerly  longing  to  do  great  things  for  God,  are 
kept  occupied  with  humdrum  ' '  nothings' '  in  which 
we  find  it  hard  to  see  anything  that  can  give  glory 
to  God  or  help  in  the  salvation  of  souls.  The  four 
"useless"  martyrs  teach  us  plainly  that  with  God 
it  is  not  so  much  the  work  of  our  hands  as  the  love 
of  our  hearts  that  Avins  His  approving  smile  and 
mayhap  the  grace  of  martyrdom.  Whether  we  are 
"useful"  or  "useless"  in  the  eyes  of  men— what 
matter!  Love  is  the  only  thing  that  counts— and 
we  can  love  in  all  circumstances  and  occupations. 

Another  unforgettable  incident  is  the  arrival  of 
a  pilgrimage  on  Sunday  morning  from  St. 
Patrick's  German  parish  in  Toronto.  "When  the 
buses  containing  the  pilgrims  reached  the  foot  of 
the  hill  they  were  met  by  one  of  the  Jesuit  Fathers, 
who  was  accompanied  by  acolytes  with  cross  and 
lighted  candles.  A  procession  then  formed,  led  by 
the  cross-bearer,  and  the  large  crowd  of  men. 
women  and  children  climbed  the  hill,  singing 
hymns  lustily  under  the  direction  and  leadership 
of  Father  D.  Ehman,  C.Ss.R.,  then  in  charge  of 
the  German  Parish,  but  since  appointed  Redemp- 
torist  Provincial.  It  was  something  to  bring  tears 
to  the  eyes— those  old  men  and  women,  young  men 
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and  maidens,  children  clinging  to  the  hands  of 
fathers  or  skirts  of  mothers,  and  babies  carried  in 
arms— all  wending  their  way  to  the  life-sized 
Calvary  which  forms  the  Tenth  Station  of  the  out- 
door Way  of  the  Cross  erected  along  the  hill-side. 
The  altar  beneath  the  Calvary  was  all  ready  for 
Mass,  and  the  Holy  Sacrifice  was  begun  as  soon  as 
the  crowd  had  found  places  to  kneel,  sit  or  stand. 
This  multitude  of  men,  women  and  children  gath- 
ered at  the  Foot  of  the  Cross  brought  vividly  to 
mind  the  thought  of  another  crowd  gathered  about 
a  Cross  on  the  First  Good  Friday,  and  we  rejoiced 
with  Our  Blessed  Lord  that  this  time  the  crowd  was 
singing  his  praises  instead  of  shouting  curses  and 
maledictions.  Almost  every  one  of  the  pilgrims 
received  Holy  Communion.  Was  this  scene,  per- 
haps, a  consolation  to  the  Heart  of  Christ  as  he 
looked  out  into  the  future  from  that  first  Calvary ! 

There  are  other  memories  of  those  days  of  privi- 
leged association  with  scenes  and  stories  of  "Our 
Martyrs,"  but  I  have  said  enough  to  show  that  a 
visit  to  the  Shrine,  if  made  in  a  spirit  of  Faith, 
cannot  but  result  in  an  enrichment  of  one's  spiri- 
tual life.  Let  us  join  our  prayers  with  the  Church 
who,  in  the  collect  for  the  Feast  of  the  Martyrs, 
prays  ' '  that  through  their  intercession  the  flourish- 
ing harvest  of  Christians  may  be  everywhere  and 
always  increased." 

S.O.S. 


CHRISTMAS  AT  RYCROFT 

(Continued  from  Page  4) 

They  were  two  of  our  boarders  who  had  been  in- 
structed by  Sister  H.  Their  ages  were  14  and  12 
— old  enough  to  have  some  appreciation  of  the 
great  gift  that  was  now  theirs  and  young  enough 
to  rush  home  after  Mass  and  describe  in  detail 
every  emotion,  spiritual  and  otherwise,  they  had 
experienced  at  this,  their  first  Christmas  Mass  as 
Catholics.  After  having  some  breakfast  they 
drove  off  with  their  family  for  the  Christmas  holi- 
days, with  injunctions  from  Sister  H.  to  be  sure 
and  say  their  prayers  every  day,  ringing  in  their 
ears.  (We  have  reason  to  believe  that  they  said 
them,  too).  •   i   !*'*jf  [ 

On  Christmas  day  we  all  went  for  a  sleigh  drive, 
with  our  good  old  friend  Mr.  Bosser. 

This  is  Christmas  in  the  North. 


Our  Canadian  Martyrs 

Martyrs  of  Christ !  Through  tortures  most  appall- 
insr 

With  hearts  undaunted,  uttering  no  complaints, 
You  passed  triumphant— entering  Heaven's  glory 
With  robes  encrimsoned— happy  martyr-saints. 

Servants  of  Christ !   In  spite  of  smoke  and  vermin, 
Freezing  cold  of  winter,  summer's  blazing  sun, 

You  rendered  to  your  Master  loyal  service 
Until  He  called  you  home — your  task  well  done. 

Warriors  of  Christ !    The  fight  was  long  and 
fearful, 

While  hours  of  pain  unflinchingly  you  bore, 
Until  at  last— the  victor's  crown  your  guerdon— 
You  gained  the  peace  of  the  Eternal  Shore. 

Heroes  of  Christ !   By  fire  and  steel  undaunted, 
Courageously  you  suffered— glad  to  bear 

Atrocious  torments  for  God's  greater  glory — 
Facing  your  torturers  with  no  thought  of  fear. 

Lovers  of  Christ !   Your  hearts  were  ever  burning 

With  generous,  ardent  and  undying  love; 
Ah,  'twas  this  Love  that  made  you  saints  and 
martyrs, 

And  led  you  to  His  Feet  in  Heaven  above. 

— Thomasina  Kwinas. 


Trinity  of  Beauty 

Poetry   -   -   -   Art    -    -   -  Music 
Painting  is  the  eye  of  passion.    Poetry  is  the 
voice  of  passion,  Music  is  the  throbbing  of  her 
heart.   For  all  beauty  is  passionate,  though  it  be 
a  passionless  passion.  —  Francis  Thompson. 
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One  Week  on  the  Prairies 


First  Impressions  And  Experiences 

I  left  Winnipeg  on  Thursday  morning  and  al- 
though the  train  was  very  warm  the  trip  was  en- 
joyable. Arriving  at  Estevan  about  12.30,  I 
stayed  with  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  overnight. 
In  the  morning  I  was  able  to  hear  Mass,  but  the 
taxi  came  for  me  just  as  Mass  was  over,  so  I  had 
to  take  a  cup  of  coffee  quickly  and  be  off. 

At  3.15  I  arrived  at  Minton  and  met  Sister  A. 
The  train  was  going  right  back  and  she  on  it  en 
route  to  Edson  so  I  didn't  have  much  of  a  visit 
with  her.  A  farmer  offered  to  take  my  baggage 
to  Diamond  Coulee  on  his  truck.  Another  man 
told  me  if  I  waited  at  Father's  house  he  would 
drive  me  home  when  he  finished  his  business  in 
town. 

It  was  7.30  when  I  reached  Diamond  Coulee. 
Sister  D.  gave  me  a  big  welcome  and  as  soon  as 
I  stepped  into  our  two-room  house  I  felt  right 
at  home.  It  just  seems  like  a  different  world,  so 
quiet  and  peaceful.  The  sky  somehow  seems  very 
low,  too  low,  in  fact,  when  there  is  thunder  and 
lightning.  One  can  see  hills  and  valleys  for  miles 
around.  There  are  no  trees,  but  the  hills  look  as 
if  they  were  covered  with  a  green  carpet,  and 
when  the  sun  is  sinking  they  reflect  all  the  colours 
of  the  rainbow. 

The  night  I  arrived  the  moon  was  up  and  the 
lightning  flashing  all  over  the  sky.  I'd  look  north 
and  see  lightning  in  the  clouds;  I'd  look  south  and 
see  the  same.  Sister  said  we  were  going  to  have 
a  storm.  I  could  hardly  believe  this  was  pos- 
sible with  such  a  grand  moon  shining  —  but 
Sister  was  right.  Gradually  the  lightning  grew 
worse,  then  came  thunder  and  after  a  few  hours 
the  storm  broke..  It  sounded  like  hail  outside, 
and  I  was  very  glad  when  it  was  over  although 
Sister  assured  me  there  was  no  danger.  The  next 
day  the  farmers  found  their  bridges  had  been 
washed  away  and  the  roads  to  town  were  very 
bad. 

On  Sunday  one  of  the  farmers  invited  us  to 
go  to  church  with  his  family.  The  church  is  about 
seven  miles  away.  A  priest  comes  in  from  Minton 
to  say  one  of  his  Masses.  We  managed  to  arrive 
without  any  mishaps,  but  found  the  rains  had 
made  streams  and  puddles  on  the  floor.  In  the 
sacristy  two  big  pieces  of  plaster  had  fallen  from 
the  ceiling  all  around  the  confessional.  We  had 
time  to  clean  all  this  up  before  Father  arrived  on 
account  of  his  being  stuck  in  the  road.  Nearly 
every  man,  woman  and  child  went  to  confession. 

The  people  donate  their  produce  to  us.  Since 
I've  been  here  we  have  received  gifts  of  cream, 


onions,  corn,  cucumbers.  We  can  buy  all  the 
milk  we  can  use  from  the  farm  nearest  our  school. 
They  deliver  it  at  5  cents  a  quart,  cream  5  cents 
a  pint,  butter  20  cents  a  lb.,  lard  15  cents  a  lb, 
eggs  25  cents  a  dozen. 

Yesterday  I  visited  a  farm  a  few  miles  away. 
The  farmer's  wife  took  me  to  her  garden  and  told 
me  we  could  have  all  the  peas  we  could  use. 
After  we  had  picked  enough  to  fill  a  carton  and 
a  half,  they  filled  a  second  carton  with  beets,  let- 
tuce and  onions.  When  I  was  ready  to  leave  the 
farmer,  who  couldn't  work  in  his  wheat  field  on 
account  of  the  dew  which  fell  during  the  night, 
offered  to  drive  me  home.  He  noticed  I  didn't 
have  any  potatoes,  so  he  filled  a  basket  with 
them.  In  the  meantime  his  wife  brought  a  big 
bag  of  mushrooms.  We  also  received  today 
from  another  family  a  few  pounds  of  liver  and 
some  home-canned  meat. 

On  Tuesday  I  had  the  opportunity  of  being 
driven  to  town  where  I  picked  up  the  mail  and 
bought  some  groceries.  I  also  provided  myself 
with  two  dozen  quart  sealers,  for  I  shall  be  can- 
ning vegetables  and  meat  for  the  winter.  The 
train  comes  in  to  Minton  on  Tuesday  and  Friday, 
so  during  the  summer  we  get  our  mail  twice  a 
week,  but  when  the  snow  comes  it  depends  on  the 
road  how  often  we  can  get  it. 

The  children  attend  school  every  day  and  are 
full  of  life  and  fun.  They  built  something  out  of 
logs  which  they  call  a  store  and  they  have  play 
money.  I  found  25  cents  of  this  money  and  went 
to  the  store  to  buy  my  dinner.  The  little  fellow 
in  charge  said:  "You  need  $2.00  for  a  dinner." 
I  procured  that  amount  and  went  back.  Then  he 
told  me :  "You  come  the  wrong  time  for  we  have 
no  cook."  I  asked  if  the  cook  left  them  and  he 
said:  "No.  we  kicked  her  out." 

Today  I  am  canning  peas  and  thus  will  end  my 
first  week  on  the  prairies.  S.O.S. 
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TO  PRESERVE  THE  FAITH 
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"Other  Sheep  I  Have" 


lk  TW  TO,  I  can't  see  any  reason  why  I  should  send 
Marian  for  instruction  in  the  Catholic 
religion."   The  woman's  gray  eyes  flashed 

defiance  at  the  priest,  and  then  looked  suspiciously 

at  the  two  Sisters  accompanying  him. 

Father  replied  gently :   ' '  But  when  you  married 

your  husband  did  you  not  promise  solemnly  that 

vour  children  should  be  brought  up  in  the  Catholic 

Faith?" 

"Yes,  I  did,  and  if  their  father  thought  any- 
thing of  the  religion  he  professes  things  might  be 
different.  But  he  never  goes  to  church  and  shows 
no  interest  in  religion  either  for  himself  or  the 
children.  Why  should  I  be  bothered  with  having 
them  instructed  in  a  religion  I  don't  believe  in?" 

Here  was  the  same  old  situation  that  wrings  the 
heart  of  a  true  priest— a  mixed  marriage  with  the 
Catholic  party  criminally  indifferent  to  his  obliga- 
tions. Father  was  silent  for  a  moment  and  then 
said :  "  T  can  understand  how  you  feel  about  it, 
Mrs.  Gordon,  but  I  still  hope  you  will  send  Marian 
to  vacation  school  tomorrow.  Her  father's  faults 
do  not  excuse  you  from  breaking  a  promise." 

Mrs.  Gordon  looked  far  from  convinced,  but  she 
said  nothing  more,  so  Father  and  the  Sisters  pre- 
pared to  leave.  Sister  Mary  Angela,  who  was  in 
charge  of  the  First  Communicants'  Class,  turned 
back  as  she  was  going  out  of  the  door  and  whis- 
pered to  the  surprised  Mrs.  Gordon :  "  I  do  wish 
you  would  let  Marian  come  to  learn  something 
about  Our  Lord."  A  moment  later  Father  and 
the  Sisters  were  in  the  car,  driving  on  to  the  next 
Catholic  homestead. 

"That's  a  sad  case,"  commented  Father,  when 
they  were  well  on  the  way.  "Mrs.  Gordon  used  to 
be  a  school  teacher  and  married  one  of  the  farmers 
around  here  who  should  be  a  Catholic.  She's  far 
superior  to  him  in  culture  and  education,  and  I 
suppose  it's  hard  for  her  to  see  any  good  in  the 
Catholic  Church  with  such  an  example  before  her. ' ' 

"Do  you  know,  Father.  I  have  a  feeling  that 
that  woman  is  very  sincere?"  Sister  Angela  spoke 
slowly  and  thoughtfully.  "One  can  hardly  blame 
her  for  thinking  as  she  does.  Yet,  somehow,  I  be- 
lieve she  will  send  Marian  tomorrow,  but  we'll 
have  to  pray  hard  for  the  whole  family. ' ' 

Sister  Angela  was  right.  The  next  morning 
seven-year-old  Marian  was  present  with  the  other 
little  ones  to  begin  instructions  for  First  Com- 
munion. She  was  always  spotlessly  clean  and 
neatly  dressed,  quite  a  contrast  to  some  of  her 
companions.  "What  an  interested  little  pupil  she 
was!  So  bright  and  intelligent,  and  so  eager  to 
receive  Jesus  into  her  heart.  One  evening  Sister 
Angela  said  to  her  companion:  "If  only  my  whole 


class  were  as  well  prepared  for  First  Communion 
as  Marian  Gordon  T'd  be  happy.  I'm  sure  that 
child's  devotion  will  have  some  effect  on  her  mother. 
She  loves  Our  Lord  so  much  and  is  so  anxious  for 
His  coming  on  Saturday  morning." 

Friday  afternoon  was  the  time  appointed  for 
the  children's  confessions.  On  Friday  morning 
when  the  little  ones  gathered  around  her  Sister 
Angela  was  quick  to  notice  that  Marian  was 
absent.  "Perhaps  she's  a  little  late,"  she  thought 
hopefully,  but  a  moment  later  one  of  the  older 
children  came  up  to  her  and  said:  "Sister,  Marian 
won't  be  here  today.  Her  mother  asked  me  to 
give  you  this."  "This"  was  a  neatly  wrapped 
parcel,  Avith  a  note  attached.  As  it  was  time  to 
begin  class,  Sister  put  the  parcel  on  one  side,  won- 
dering what  could  have  happened,  and  hoping  the 
mortifying  of  her  curiosity  would  bring  some  spe- 
cial blessing  to  the  First  Communion  Class. 

At  recess  time  she  opened  the  note  and  read: 
' '  Dear  Sister :  I  am  sorry  to  disappoint  you,  but  I 
have  decided  not  to  let  Marian  make  her  First 
Communion  until  she  is  older  and  knows  better 
what  she  is  doing.  I  am  sending  along  a  little 
white  dress  which  I  hope  you  will  find  useful  for 
some  child  who  may  not  have  one." 

Tears  were  perilously  near  Sister  Angela's  eyes 
as  she  whispered:  "Dear  Lord,  she  was  the  one 
best  prepared  to  receive  You.  I  was  looking  for- 
ward so  much  to  having  her  offer  You  her  heart 
tomorrow  morning."  Then,  brushing  away  the 
tear-mist  with  a  determined  gesture,  she  added: 
' '  But,  after  all,  it  is  for  You  to  decide  who  is  best 
prepared.  Only,  please  don't  let  her  forget  all 
about  You." 

That  evening  when  the  children  had  gone  home 
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and  the  Sisters  were  alone  Sister  Angela  told  her 
companion  what  had  happened.  "I  think  I  should 
write  a  note  to  Mrs.  Gordon,"  she  concluded,  "and 
thank  her  for  the  dress.  After  all,  it  was  kind  of 
her  to  think  of  that. ' ' 

"Yes,  it  was,"  agreed  Sister  Ann  Marie.  "You 
could  write  the  letter  tonight  and  send  it  by  one 
of  the  children  tomorrow. 

Sister  Angela  retired  to  a  corner  with  pen  and 
paper,  leaving  Sister  Ann  Marie  busy  with  pre- 
parations for  the  morrow's  ceremony.  The  first 
few  "thank  you"  lines  were  easy,  but  Sister 
Angela  thought  something  should  be  said  about 
Marian.  "Holy  Spirit,"  she  prayed,  "tell  me 
what  to  write."  Then  the  pen  moved  on.  "I  am 
sorry  you  decided  not  to  let  Marian  make  her  First 
Communion.  I  understand  perfectly  how  you  feel 
about  it,  but  I  can't  help  wondering  if  it  has  ever 
occurred  to  you  that  Our  Lord  when  He  was  on 
earth  took  little  children  into  His  arms  and  held 
them  close  to  His  Heart.  He  did  not  exclude  them 
from  His  Love  until  such  time  as  they  should  be 
old  enough  to  know  what  they  were  doing.  He  did 
not  ask  for  knowledge  on  their  part.  All  He  asked 
was  love— and  that  is  all  He  asks  now.  I  think 
that  during  the  past  week  Marian  has  learned  to 
love  Him  very  much  and  that  both  He  and  she 
will  be  disappointed  tomorrow  morning.  May 
God  bless  you,  and  I  shall  keep  you  and  Marian 
in  my  prayers.  I  am  giving  you  my  address  in 
Toronto  and  it  would  be  a  pleasure  to  hear  from 
you  some  time  if  you  care  to  write." 


When  Sister  Angela  returned  to  the  Convent  a 
month  later  there  was  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Gordon 
awaiting  her.  It  was  a  lengthy  epistle,  expressing 
appreciation  for  Sister's  note  and  promising  that 
when  the  Sisters  returned  to  that  district  the  fol- 
lowing summer  Marian  would  be  permitted  to 
receive  her  First  Holy  Communion. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  a  regular  correspon- 
dence between  Sister  and  Mrs.  Gordon.  It  was  not 
long  before  Mrs.  Gordon  was  asking  questions  con- 
cerning the  Catholic  religion.  Sister  answered 
them  and  soon  their  correspondence  developed  into 
actual  religious  instruction.  To  the  great  disap- 
pointment of  Mrs.  Gordon,  Sister  Angela  did  not 
return  to  teach  vacation  school  the  following  sum- 
mer. Two  other  Sisters  were  appointed,  but,  true 
to  her  promise,  Mrs.  Gordon  sent  Marian  regularly 
to  instructions  and  the  happy  child  made  her 
First  Communion.  The  religious  correspondence 
between  Sister  Angela  and  Mrs.  Gordon  continued, 
and  since  Marian  was  now  beginning  to  write 
nicely,  she  sometimes  enclosed  a  note  in  her 
mother's  envelope. 

The  months  passed.  Sister  Angela  continued  to 
write  and  pray.  Then  one  day  she  received  a  letter 
with  sad  news.   ' '  Sister, ' '  wrote  Mrs.  Gordon,  ' '  to- 


morrow I  am  going  into  the  city  to  have  a  very 
serious  operation.  My  children  do  not  know  any- 
thing about  this,  but  I  am  sure  you  will  be  glad  to 
know  that  I  have  been  able  to  make  arrangements 
with  the  Sisters  to  take  charge  of  my  little  ones 
if  anything  should  happen  to  me.  Marian  is  such 
a  comfort— so  thoughtful  and  helpful.  I  shall 
write  from  the  hospital  if  I  recover." 

Sister  Angela  was  a  wee  bit  disappointed  that 
the  letter  made  no  mention  of  seeing  a  priest,  but— 
"In  your  own  good  time,  dear  Lord,"  she  whis- 
pered— and  prayed  harder  than  ever. 

It  was  a  month  later  that  the  expected  letter 
arrived— and  it  was  from  Marian.  Through  a  mist 
of  tears  Sister  read:  "You  will  be  sorry  to  hear 
that  Mother  died  in  the  hospital  a  week  ago.  But 
you  will  be  happy  to  know  that  before  undergoing 
the  operation,  from  which  she  never  regained  con- 
sciousness, she  was  received  into  the  Catholic 
Church  by  Father  C.  She  asked  me  to  write  and 
tell  you  this  if  she  did  not  get  better.  My  little 
brothers  and  I  are  in  the  Sisters'  boarding  school 
here  and  I  like  it  very  much,  although  I'm  ter- 
ribly lonely  sometimes  without  Mother." 

The  tear  mist  in  Sister  Angela's  eyes  was  almost 
blinding,  but  in  her  heart  there  was  a  song  of 
thanksgiving. 

S.O.S. 


IF? 

"The  possibilities  of  the  future  are  almost 
breathtaking.  It  may  well  be  that  the  end  of  the 
war  can  usher  in  an  era  of  Catholic  growth  un- 
precedented in  magnitude  and  grace.  From  the 
day  peace  dawns  and  on  through  the  next  gener- 
ation, with  God's  grace,  the  world  may  be  ripe 
for  the  greatest  sweep  to  Catholicism  in  history — 
if  we  but  do  our  part." 


One  seldom  meets  a  lonely  lie. 


HEAVEN  MUST  BE  IN  YOU  BEFORE  l'OU  CAN  BE  IN  HEAVEN 
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After  Eighteen  Years 

MARIA  and  Jan  were  school  chums  and  had 
a  childlike  admiration  and  devotion  for 
each  other.  It  seemed,  however,  as  if  the 
genius  of  evil  was  determined  to  separate  them. 
One  day  Jan  gathered  his  few  books  together 
and  with  a  heavy  heart  bade  Maria  good-bye. 
He  was  leaving  for  the  land  of  promise  — 
Canada.  In  due  time  Jan  landed  in  Montreal, 
worked  there  for  a  number  of  years  and  then 
moved  to  Western  Canada.  All  the  while  he 
continued  corresponding  with  his  childhood 
friend  and  dreamed  of  the  day  when  he  would 
claim  her  as  his  bride. 

After  years  of  hard  work  he  decided  the  time 
had  come  for  him  to  propose  to  Maria.  He  cabled 
the  proposal.  She  accepted,  and  immediately 
started  making  arrangements  to  come  to  Mont- 
real. Alas,  before  she  could  book  her  passage 
war  was  declared  and  the  authorities  would  not 
allow  her  to  leave. 

Then  came  Poland's  Crucifixion  in  the  form 
of  bombings,  arrests,  evacuations,  concentration 
camps,  prison  and  death.  Owing  to  these 
troublesome  times  Maria  became  separated  from 
her  family  and  has  never  been  able  to  contact 
any  of  them  since.  She  finally,  with  many  others, 
took  refuge  in  France,  where  she  worked  as  a 
farm  hand. 

After  ten  years  of  loneliness,  hardships  and 
sorrow,  having  been  bombed  anew,  and  now  bear- 
ing on  her  limbs  the  mark  of  shrapnel,  she  decid- 
ed to  make  a  last  effort  to  join  her  fiance.  She 
cabled  Jan  that  she  was  leaving  Paris  by  plane 
for  Montreal,  where  she  landed  the  day  follow- 
ing the  cable  —  a  stranger  in  a  strange  land.  In 
her  inexperience  of  the  New  World,  and  mis- 
calculating distances  between  Eastern  and  Wes- 
tern Canada,  Maria  had  expected  Jan  to  greet 
her.  Unfamiliar  with  the  English  language,  she 
asked  to  be  sent  "dans  une  bonne  et  honnete 
place."  The  airport  officials  suggested  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  where  she  would  be  safe  and  well 
taken  care  of. 

The  Sisters  were  very  interested  in  Maria's 
story  and  did  everything  possible  to  help  her. 
All  C.P.R.  trains  coming  from  Vancouver  were 
met  with  no  success.  The  third  day  after  her 
arrival  found  Maria  at  6.30  a.m.  at  the  station 
scanning  all  the  passengers  on  incoming  trains 
from  the  West.  It  was  there  the  writer  found 
her  four  hours  later  —  very  disconsolate  and 
weary.  Hoping  against  hope  that  Jan  would  be 
on  the  last  train  and  with  ejaculations  to  St. 
Joseph  and  St.  Anthony  on  her  lips,  we  met  that 
last  train  and  —  Jan  stood  before  her!  I  shall 
never  forget  the  scene  or  attempt  to  describe  it. 
Not  a  word  was  spoken.    Tears  (of  joy)  express- 


ed the  deep  emotion  of  these  two  hearts  that  had 
been  so  long  separated. 

A  few  days  later,  August  19th,  1947,  they  were 
married  by  a  Catholic  priest.  With  the  solemn 
words  "I  will"  and  "Till  death  do  us  part"  these 
two  who  had  been  faithful  to  each  other's  memory 
for  over  eighteen  years  were  united  for  life  be- 
fore God's  Holy  Altar. 

M.  A.  Forest 


S.O.S.  WELCOME  IMMIGRANTS 

In  a  recent  letter  from  our  Sisters  in  Montreal 
we  were  given  a  description  of  the  arrival  of  dis- 
placed persons  in  that  city.   We  quote  : 

"Sisters  K.  and  F.  met  the  train  and  spoke  to 
many  of  the  girls,  who  were  Polish,  Lithuanian, 
Latvians,  one  or  two,  Estonians,  and  a  few 
Ukrainians.  They  nearly  all  spoke  a  little  Ger- 
man and  a  few  a  little  English.  They  are  mostly 
Catholic.  They  were  taken  to  the  "Y"  to  wash 
up  and  write  letters;  then  back  and  forth  to  the 
C.N.  for  meals. 

"The  Sisters  went  back  on  to  the  train  with  the 
Western  girls  that  night  before  they  left  for  the 
West,  gave  them  holy  pictures  and  assured  them 
that  all  would  be  well  with  them.  They  were  des- 
perately afraid.  They  wanted  to  know  if  Calgary 
was  a  city  or  a  village,  and  if  the  country  was 
flat  and  if  there  were  any  trees,  etc.  They  were 
thinking  of  Russia.  Most  of  them  had  fled  before 
the  Russians. 

"Yesterday  the  Sisters  and  some  of  our  girls 
went  to  the  Royal  Victoria  Hospital  and  took  the 
new  arrivals,  who  were  working  there,  up  to  St. 
Joseph's  Shrine,  then  brought  them  here  for 
supper.  About  twenty-five  of  our  girls  were  away 
for  the  week-end,  so  they  fitted  nicely  into  the 
dining  room.  They  sang,  and  one  played  the 
piano ;  she  hadn't  seen  a  piano  for  three  years. 
After  supper,  before  Benediction,  I  asked  if  they 
could  sing  the  Benediction  hymns.  They  had  a 
practice  among  themselves  and  then  sang  the 
Tantum  Ergo,  harmonizing  without  the  organ.  It 
was  lovely.  After  Benediction  they  sang  a  hymn 
to  Our  Lady.  Then  we  took  them  back  to  the 
Hospital.  The  last  thing  they  said  was:  "Sister, 
in  your  spare  time,  come  up  here  with  us." 
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Correction  Technique 

No  matter  how  one  looks  at  it,  correction  al- 
ways hurts.  The  fact  that  one  may  be  willing 
and  even  anxious  to  be  corrected  does  not  alter 
the  basic  fact  of  its  painfullness,  any  more  than 
a  patient's  willingness  to  undergo  severe  treat- 
ments makes  the  pain  or  distress  one  whit  the  less. 

Shrinking  from  correction  and  involuntary  de- 
fense reaction  is  just  as  natural  to  a  human  being 
as  instinctive  withdrawal  from  too  close  contact 
with  a  sharp-edged  knife  or  a  red-hot  poker. 

Yet  corrections  are  often  helpful  and  at  times 
necessary  for  one's  spiritual  good  just  as  opera- 
tions and  treatments  of  various  kinds  must  be  suf- 
fered in  the  interests  of  one's  physical  welfare. 
These  few  considerations,  which  are  the  fruit  of 
many  years'  experience,  are  offered  for  the  bene- 
fit of  those  whose  duty  it  is  either  to  give  or  re- 
ceive correction. 

There  is  not  much  to  say  to  those  on  the  receiv- 
ing end.  If  the  correction  is  constructive  and 
given  kindly,  it  should  be  accepted  gratefully  — 
and  usually  is,  despite  the  momentary  natural 
twinge  of  self-love;  if  it  is  given  deservedly, 
even  with  unjustifiable  harshness,  it  must  still 
be  accepted  with  as  good  a  grace  as  possible  in 
spite  of  nature's  resentment;  if  it  is  undeserved, 
unkind  and  unhelpful,  the  only  remedy  is  to  bear 
it  with  courage,  remembering  that  this  is  the 
material  of  which  haloes  of  sanctity  are 
constructed. 

As  to  those  who  give  correction,  let  them  re- 
member that  their  action  must  always  be  reme- 
dial just  as  is  the  action  of  a  surgeon,  a  doctor, 
or  a  nurse.  Presumably  the  person  to  be  corrected 
needs  to  be  cured  of  something  —  bad  habits,  care- 
less ways  of  acting  or  speaking,  wrong  notions, 
undisciplined  affections,  etc.  Before  applying  the 
scalpel  of  correction  the  same  care  and  precaution 
should  be  taken  as  is  observed  in  the  treatment 
of  physical  disorders.  The  words  to  be  used  must 
be  sterilized  from  all  unkindness  and  selfishness. 
If  the  operation  is  serious  an  anaesthetic  must  be 
administered.  What  would  be  thought  of  a  sur- 
geon who  would  plunge  his  knife  into  a  person 
without  first  doing  everything  within  his  power 
to  deaden  the  pain  ?  Is  it  any  less  cruel  to  thrust 
the  knife  of  correction  into  the  soul  of  a  victim 
without  first  using  the  anaesthetic  of  unfeigned 
interest  and  sympathetic  appreciation  of  difficul- 


ties? Doubtless  the  best  preparation  for  the  one 
who  is  to  perform  such  an  operation  would  be 
an  earnest  prayer  to  the  Holy  Spirit.  Then,  too, 
the  post-operative  care  of  kindly  encouragement 
should  not  be  omitted.  Wounds  inflicted  by 
sharp-edged  words  may  rankle  in  the  heart  and 
produce  infection  well-nigh  incurable. 

Those  whose  office  carries  with  it  the  duty  of 
correction  should  keep  in  mind  that  they  are  in 
the  position  of  a  doctor  or  surgeon  administering 
a  remedy  or  performing  an  operation,  the  only 
difference  being  that  one  works  on  the  heart  and 
soul  while  the  other  operates  on  the  body. 


Don't  Go  Flat 

A  choir-director  of  long  and  varied  experience 
once  remarked:  "There  is  nothing  so  discourag- 
ing in  choir  work  as  a  tendency  to  flatness.  Other 
faults,  such  as  wrong  intervals,  poor  sense  of  rhy- 
thm, or  bad  enunciation  can  all  be  corrected  with 
time  and  patience,  but  flatness  defies  all  remedial 
efforts." 

It  is  surprising  how  many  analogies  there  are 
between  music  and  the  spiritual  life.  We  often 
meet  people  who  are  ostensibly  leading  good 
Christian  lives,  but  they  are  a  little  off  pitch 
spiritually.  They  have  no  grave  sins,  not  even 
very  big  faults,  but  there  is  a  general  lowering 
of  spiritual  tone  that  spoils  completely  the  beauti- 
ful paean  of  praise  their  lives  should  be  singing  to 
God.  It  would  be  so  much  better  if  they  had  defi- 
nite faults  to  be  fought  and  conquered.  Even  a 
big  fall,  which  might  shock  them  out  of  their 
complacency  would  be  preferable  to  the  luke- 
warm spirituality  in  which  they  pass  their  days. 

Tepidity  in  the  spiritual  life  is  very  like  flat- 
ness in  the  singing  of  a  choir.  No  great  faults' 
are  being  committed.  It  would  be  far  better 
for  the  tepid  soul  and  the  flat  choir  if  there  were, 
but  the  general  lowering  of  tone  and  failure  to 
measure  up  to  pitch  will  end  in  disaster  for  both 
soul  and  choir  if  they  do  not  succeed  in  conquer- 
ing the  ''lowering"  tendency.  Would  it  not  be 
well  to  examine  ourselves  carefully  at  regular 
intervals  to  see  if  perchance  we  may  be  a  little 
off  tone  according  to  the  Divine  Musician's  pitch- 
pipe,  which  is — the  loving  fulfilment  of  His  Holy 
Will. 


NO  ONE  OAN  SINCERELY  TRY  TO  HELP  ANOTHER  WITHOUT  HELPING  HIMSELF 


JANUARY,  1948 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


15 


"TWthefteLd 
is  •  thetOorld  " 


\ 

\ 

V 

HE  FIELD  AFAR 


"That  the  Catholic  Church  May  Be  Better  Known  in  Japan" 


Mission  Intention  for  the  Month  of  January 

THERE  are  certain  contradictions  in  the  his- 
tory of  Catholicity  in  Nippon  which  should 
be  clarified  in  order  to  have  a  better  under- 
standing of  the  difficulties  and  consolations  of 
the  apostolate  in  that  country.  First  of  all,  it 
must  be  admitted  that  it  is  difficult  to  win  many 
of  the  Japanese  to  the  Church,  but  once  the  Faith 
is  embraced  there  is  a  unique  tenacity  displayed 
by  the  converts,  which  attests  the  truth  of  the 
statement  of  St.  Francis  Xavier,  "the  Japanese 
Catholics  are  my  delight  .  .  .  surpassing  in  good- 
ness any  of  the  nations  lately  discovered." 

It  is  399  years  since  Christianity  first  came  to 
the  islands  of  Nippon,  and  during  the  intervening 
centuries  the  Church  has  passed  through  many 
vicissitudes.  Today,  after  the  bombings,  during 
which  almost  10,000  Catholics  were  killed,  the 
total  number  of  adherents  totals  approximately 
104,000  souls,  while  200  years  ago  there  were  six 
times  that  number.  Why  the  decrease  in  enrol- 
ment? 

There  are  many  contributing  factors  to  explain 
this  drop  in  membership.  Principal  among  these 
may  be  listed  the  many  edicts  forbidding  the 
practice  of  Catholicity.  A  great  number  of  these 
were  traceable  to  the  tenets  of  Shintoism,  the  state 
religion,  and  the  suspicions  with  which  the  Japa- 
nese regarded  foreigners,  among  whom  they 
classified  missionaries  as  "paid  emissaries  of  for- 
eign princes."  An  era  of  isolationism,  extending 
from  the  17th  to  the  19th  century,  precluded 
the  possibility  of  entry  of  Catholic  missionaries, 
although  the  Japanese  converts  clung  tenaciously 
to  their  faith  even  though  they  were  deprived  of 
the  ministrations  of  priests. 

The  Dawn  of  a  New  Era 

While  the  doors  of  Japan  remained  closed  to 


all  foreigners  for  two  hundred  years,  the  Church 
never  relaxed  her  interest  in  the  welfare  of  the 
millions  whom  She  wished  to  win  to  Christ.  Dur- 
ing this  period  She  made  careful  surveys  of  the 
causes  and  effects  of  the  various  rulings  against 
Catholics  and  found  that  "one  might  search  the 
grim  history  of  early  Christian  martyrology 
without  finding  anything  to  surpass  the  heroism 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  martyrs  of  Japan." 

Then  in  1862  Pope  Pius  IX  solemnly  proclaimed 
the  canonization  of  the  Twenty-six  Martyrs  of 
Nagasaki  and  nine  years  later  the  ban  on  Chris- 
tianity was  lifted.  Thus  was  restored  the  mis- 
sion apostolate  in  Nippon,  where  thousands 
emerged,  from  their  hiding  and  announced  their 
adherence  to  the  faith.  In  1929  the  first  major 
seminary  for  the  training  of  Japanese  young  men 
for  the  priesthood  was  opened  in  Tokyo. 

The  termination  of  hostilities  in  the  Far  East, 
together  with  the  proclamation  of  the  Emperor 
denying  his  divinity,  have  opened  the  way  for 
the  beginning  of  a  second  spring  in  the  history 
of  the  Church  in  Nippon.  However,  time  is  of 
the  essence  if  a  harvest  of  souls  is  to  be  reaped. 
According  to  the  new  policy,  missionaries  will  be 
cleared  for  entry  if  assurances,  based  on  actual 
surveys,  can  be  given  that  adequate  shelter,  food 
and  clothing  are  available  in  Japan  for  their  use. 

The  presence  of  American  Catholic  troops  in 
Japan,  together  with  their  Chaplains,  may  well 
constitute  one  of  the  great  factors  in  making  the 
Church  better  known  in  that  land.  However,  the 
prayers  of  the  faithful  will  also  play  an  important 
role  in  making  Nippon  "set  forth  a  bloom  of 
Christian  virtues,"  as  was  prophesied  by  St.  Fran- 
cis Xavier. 

Most  Rev.  Thomas  J.  McDonnell, 

National  Director,  The  Society 
for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith. 
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Selections  and  Reflections 

By  Thomasina  Kwinas 
His  Most  Efficacious  Work 

Christ  cried  out  on  the  Cross,  "My  God,  my 
God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me?"  This  was  the 
greatest  sensible  abandonment  of  His  whole  life ; 
and  it  was  then  that  He  wrought  the  greatest  work 
of  His  whole  life  of  miracles  and  of  wonders,  the 
reconciliation  and  union  with  God  by  grace  of  all 
mankind.  This  He  accomplished  at  that  very 
moment  when  He  was  most  annihilated  in  all 
things  and  brought  lowest  in  the  estimation  of 
men. 

Leisurely  Labor  and  Laborious  Leisure 

It  is  obvious  enough  that  there  are  men  who 
seem  to  enjoy  their  labor  in  a  very  leisurely  way. 
It  is  still  more  obvious  that  there  are  men  who 
seem  to  enjoy  their  leisure  in  a  very  laborious 
way.  And,  of  course,  it  is  a  very  difficult  ques- 
tion of  psychology  to  consider  which  of  them  gets 
the  most  out  of  life,  or  whether  either  of  them  gets 
as  much  as  there  is  to  be  got. — G.  K.  C. 

After  the  Darkness — Dawn! 

Blinded  by  self-love  we  cling  excessively  to  all 
that  seems  to  us  beautiful,  good  and  just,  and  we 
love  it  as  such.  But  Pure  Love,  seeing  us  so  dis- 
posed, destroys  and  dispenses  one  after  the  other 
the  things  to  which  we  are  attached,  through  death, 
sickness,  poverty,  hatred,  scandal  and  discord.  It 
strikes  us  through  cur  parents,  our  friends,  our- 
selves. We  do  not  know  what  to  do ;  torn  from  the 
tilings  that  delight  us,  Ave  receive  from  them  no- 
thing but  pain  and  confusion.  When  the  Divine 
Lover  has  held  us  thus  for  a  time,  with  our  souls 
suspended,  almost  despairing,  bored  and  disgusted 
with  all  that  they  loved  before,  He  shows  Himself 
to  us,  with  His  heavenly  Pace  all  joyous  and 
resplendent. — St.  Catherine  Genoa. 

Music  at  Meals 

It  is  not  greedy  to  enjoy  a  good  dinner  any 
more  than  it  is  greedy  to  enjoy  a  good  concert. 
But  I  do  think  there  is  something  greedy  about 
expecting  to  enjoy  the  dinner  and  the  concert  at 
the  same  time.  It  seems  to  me  an  intolerable  insult 
to  a  musical  artist  that  people  should  require  to 
be  fortified  with  food  and  drink  to  strengthen  them 
to  endure  his  music.  I  say  nothing  of  the  deeper 
and  darker  insult  to  that  other  artist,  the  cook,  in 
the  suggestion  that  men  require  to  be  inspired  and 
rallied  with  drums  and  trumpets  to  attack  the 
dangers  of  his  dinner,  as  if  it  were  a  fortress 
bristling  with  engines  of  death. 


The  Kingdom  of  Christ 

The  following  extract  is  taken  from  the  allocu- 
tion of  the  Holy  Father  to  the  women  of  the 
"Christian  Renaissance"  assembled  in  Convention 
at  Rome,  January  22,  1947. 

"To  seek  to  draw  a  distinct  line  of  separation 
between  religion  and  life,  between  the  superna- 
tural and  the  natural,  between  the  Church  and 
the  world  (a9  if  they  had  nothing  to  do  with 
each  other,  and  as  if  the  rights  of  God  had  no 
validity  in  the  varied  realities  of  daily 
life,  individual  and  social),  is  completely 
foreign  to  Catholic  thought,  and  is  indeed 
openly  anti-Christian.  The  more,  therefore, 
the  forces  of  darkness  increase  their  pressure, 
the  more  they  try  to  banish  the  church  and 
religion  from  the  world  and  from  life,  the  more 
does  the  Church  need  a  tenacious,  persevering- 
effort  to  reconquer  and  subject  all  spheres  of 
human  living  to  the  gentle  dominion  of  Christ, 
so  that  His  Spirit  may  inspire  them  more  fully, 
His  law  rule  over  them  more  efficaciously,  His 
love  triumph  over  them  more  victoriously.  That 
is  what  is  meant  by  the  Kingdom  of  Christ. 

"This  task  of  the  Church  is  indeed  difficult; 
but  those  who,  out  of  respect  for  a  mistaken 
supernaturalism,  would  like  to  reduce  the  Church 
to  a  'purely  religious'  activity,  as  they  express 
it,  are  nothing  but  conscienceless  deserters  or 
deluded  individuals,  and  they  are  doing  nothing 
but  play  the  game  of  their  enemies." 


Painters  and  Poets 

Holland  has  been  described  by  her  painters  and 
England  by  her  poets.  This  has  made  the  island 
state  yet  more  insular.  The  one  mode  of  expression 
is  necessarily  more  cosmopolitan  than  the  other. 
Pictures  need  not  be  translated.  Poems  cannot  be 
translated. 

The  moan  of  doves  in  immemorial  elms, 
The  murmur  of  innumerable  bees 

is  perfectly  inaudible  to  anybody  who  does  not 
know  English.  But  Hobbema's  Avenue  stands 
open  to  all  tourists,  and  is  not  blocked  by  a  fence 
to  anyone  who  does  not  know  Dutch  or  Flemish. 
.  .  .  The  difficulty  with  poets  is  that  they  can  only 
talk  their  native  tongue,  which  is  like  a  secret 
language  of  lovers. 

*  *  # 

Thou  between  all  things  else  and  me, 
And  nothing  between  myself  and  Thee. 

•  #  * 

The  measure  of  our  love  for  God  is  the  measxire 

of  our  conformity  to  His  Will. 
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EDITORIAL 


BUYING  GOOD  BONDS 


BONDS  are  perhaps  the  most  accepted  form 
of  investment.  It  is  extraordinary  how 
many  bonds  exchange  hands  each  day.  Gov- 
ernment bonds,  municipal  bonds,  school  bonds, 
institutional  bonds  of  all  kind  represent  large 
sums  the  people  have  invested  as  a  security  for 
Iheir  future  and  that  of  their  dear  ones. 

The  word  "bond"  implies  security  for  the 
loan  we  make  of  our  earnings.  This  security  is 
as  strong  as  the  power  that  lies  behind  it.  When 
that  fails  our  savings  are  washed  away.  How 
many  safety  deposit  boxes  are  cluttered  up  with 
useless  bonds!  These  beautifully  printed  sheets 
are  worthless  because  the  promised  security 
failed. 

Good  bonds  assure  the  temporal  security  of 
those  who  possess  them.  The  fear  of  want  is  one 
of  those  ghosts  that  haunt  the  mind  and  heart 
of  man,  especially  in  his  declining  years.  The 
pursuit  of  happiness  is  impossible  when  insecurity 
steps  into  our  life  and  takes  possession  of  it, 
particularly  when  evening  is  setting  in. 

It  is  therefore  but  natural  that  man  should 
strain  every  effort  to  assure  his  future.  He  stores 
away  his  surplus  earnings,  the  proceeds  of  his 
thrifty  habits,  for  the  day  when  he  will  not  be 
able  to  work.  On  this  very  fact  rests  one  of 
the  greatest  businesses  of  our  day — the  insurance 
companies.  It  is  a  gamble  which  man  takes  on 
his  own  life.  Year  after  year  he  pays  a  pre- 
mium on  his  insurance  policy  so  that  one  day  he 
or  his  heirs  may  enjoy  security. 

But  man  was  not  born  only  for  this  life.  The 
days  we  spend  on  earth  are  only  the  beginning 
of  a  life  which  is  to  last  for  ever  beyond  the 
grave.    That  perspective  of  a  life  to  come  gives 


to  our  existence  its  full  meaning.  Foolish  is  the 
man  who  does  not  take  this  into  account.  Without 
it  the  very  purpose  of  life  is  defeated.  How  well 
oar  catechism  has  expressed  this  in  answer  to 
the  question:  "Why  did  God  create  us?  To 
know,  to  love  and  to  serve  Him  in  this  life  and 
be  happy  with  Him  forever  in  heaven." 

How,  therefore,  are  we  to  make  secure  that 
happy  life  which  awaits  us  after  death?  If  we 
are  to  have  eternal  security  we  must  have  bonds 
issued  by  God.  These  bonds  are  works  of  mercy. 
They  bear  His  signature  as  a  guarantee  of  their 
value.  This  He  assured  us  when  He  described 
the  scene  of  the  Last  Judgment.  "Then  shall 
the  King  say  to  them  that  shall  be  on  his  right 
hand :  Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  possess 
you  the  Kingdom  prepared  for  you  from  the  foun- 
dation of  the  world.  For  I  was  hungry,  and  you 
gave  me  to  eat ;  I  was  thirsty,  and  you  gave  me 
to  drink ;  I  was  a  stranger  and  you  took  me  in ; 
naked  and  you  covered  me ;  sick,  and  you  visited 
me.  Then  shall  the  just  answer  him,  saying: 
Lord,  when  did  we  see  thee  hungry,  and  fed  thee ; 
thirsty  and  gave  thee  drink?  And  when  did  we 
see  thee  a  stranger  and  took  thee  in?  Or  naked, 
and  covered  thee?  Or  when  did  we  see  thee  sick 
or  in  prison,  and  came  to  thee :  And  the  King 
answering  shall  say  to  them :  Amen,  I  say  to 
yon,  as  long  as  you  did  it  to  one  of  these  my 
least  brethren  you  did  it  to  me"  (Matt.  25:34-40). 
And  the  damned  are  sent  to  Hell  because  they 
failed  in  these  duties  to  Him:  "Amen,  I  say  to 
you,  as  long  as  you  did  it  not  to  one  of  these 
least,  neither  did  you  do  it  to  me.  And  these 
shall  go  into  everlasting  punishment;  but  the  just 
into  life  everlasting"  (45-46). 
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Could  there  be  anything  more  clear,  more  cer- 
tain than  these  words  of  our  Divine  Saviour  who 
will  be  also  one  day  our  Judge1?  They  are  the 
Charter  of  God's  bank.  And  God  is  Truth  and 
Justice  itself.  "When  we  give  to  the  Church,  to 
her  missions  to  the  poor,  some  of  our  earnings  we 
loan  to  God.  He  becomes  our  debtor.  The  truth 
of  his  divine  word  is  our  security.  The  day  of 
our  death  these  loans  shall  be  called.  We  will 
then  cash  in  our  bonds.  They  are  our  security 
for  life  everlasting. 

How  consoling  this  doctrine  should  be  to  the 
friends  of  our  missions!  By  their  prayers  and 
contributions  they  are  now  helping  to  build  up 
the  Kingdom  of  God  here  below.  Is  there  any- 
thing more  assuring  to  them  of  possessing  that 
same  Kingdom  forever  hereafter  in  heaven?  They 
are  "buying  good  bonds."  God's  word  is  their 
guarantee — 'eternal  security  their  reward. 


BAPTIZED 

ST.  THOMAS  AQUINAS,  it  is  said,  baptized 
Aristotle.  We  know  of  a  little  nun  who  has  per- 
formed the  same  good  office  on  a  number  of 
popular  love  songs.  One  day  I  said  to  her:  "Sis- 
ter, what  arc  your  favourite  ejaculations?" 

"Love  songs!''  she  replied  promptly.  Then 
seeing  my  look  of  near  consternation  she  contin- 
ued: "Don't  be  too  shocked — it  isn't  as  bad  as  it 
sounds." 

"Seems  to  me  it  needs  a  bit  of  explanation," 
I  said  grimly. 

"All  right.  I'll  explain.  It  doesn't  do  to  leave 
editors  with  wrong  impressions.  When  I  was  in 
the  world  I  was  always  humming  and  singing 
the  latest  songs  to  myself  as  I  worked  around  the 
house  or  garden.  After  entering  the  Novitiate  I 
often  found  myself  unconsciously  doing  the  same 
thing — humming  to  myself,  "I'll  be  loving  you 
always,'  etc.,  etc.  Of  course  as  soon  as  I  x*eal- 
ized  what  I  was  doing  I  would  put  a  hurried  stop 
to  an  indulgence  that  seemed  quite  out  of  order 
in  a  religious.  For  years  I  fought  this  propensity, 
but  the  tunes  kept  rising  to  my  lips  again  and 
again  in  spite  of  every  effort  to  banish  them. 
Then  one  day  the  inspiration  came  to  make  a 
virtue  out  of  temptation.  It  dawned  on  me  that 
"I  Want  You  Only — You  and  Your  Love"  could 
be  turned  into  a  perfect  Act  of  Love  and  Desire 
for    Our  Lord,  and  that  He  would  not  mind  in 


BOOK  REVIEW 

MY  BOOK  ABOUT  GOD.  By  Julie  Bedier,  illus- 
trated by  Louise  Trevisan.  The  MacMillan 
Company,  60  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York  11, 
N.Y.   Price  $2.00. 

Readers  of  the  "Lo  Ting  Series"  of  books  for 
children  will  welcome  this  recent  contribution  to 
Children's  Literature  by  the  same  authors.  "My 
Book  About  God"  is  written  in  simple  language 
that  will  appeal  to  very  little  ones,  while  the 
beautiful  illustrations  will  implant  the  lesson 
indelibly.  Both  words  and  pictures  are  cleverly 
designed  to  awaken  in  the  hearts  of  children  an 
understanding  of  the  oneness  of  God's  family  and 
a  love  for  the  various  nationalities  that  comprise 
it. 

We  understand  the  book  is  the  first  of  a  series 
of  "Wide  World  Picture  Story  Books''  by  the 
same  author  and  artist.  We  are  sure  these  books 
will  be  welcomed  by  parents  and  teachers  as  a 
valuable  aid  to  fostering  in  their  charges  an 
abiding  interest  in  and  love  for  the  missions. 


BALLADS 

the  least  if  the  "acts"  had  a  musical  setting.  The 
same  is  true  of  'I'll  be  loving  You — always!' 
Surely  that  is  easily  turned  into  a  heartfelt  assur- 
ance of  fidelity  to  our  Eternal  Lover." 

Here  Sister  paused,  but  as  I  had  no  comment 
to  make,  she  continued  with  a  roguish  gleam  in 
her  eye:  "There  are  unlimited  possibilties  in  'I 
like  what  You  like— on  account-a  I  love  You.' 
It's  really  only  another  way  of  saying  to  God : 
'I'll  be  glad  to  do  whatever  you  wish  because  I 
love  You.'  Of  course  it's  not  always  easy  to  sing 
or  hum  :  'I  like  what  You  like' — and  mean  it !  But 
when  that  part  of  the  song  seems  hard,  the  other 
half  —  'on  account-a  I  love  You'  supplies  a 
never-failing  motive  for  accepting  whatever  is 
difficult.  These  are  just  a  few  of  the  samples,  but 
I've  found  tiiat  by  changing  a  word  here  and 
there,  all  my  favourite  songs  can  be  made  into 
prayers." 

"It's  a  novel  idea,''  I  told  her;  "probably  no- 
body else  has  thought  of  such  a  thing." 

"It  has  the  imprimatur  of  my  confessor  in 
case  you  doubt  its  orthodoxy.  Of  course  I  don't 
sing  the  words  out  loud  if  anyone  else  is  around 
because  they  might  misunderstand."  Then  with  a 
radiant  smile  she  continued:  "You  have  no  idea 
how  wonderful  it  is  to  sing  love  songs  to  Our 
Lord,  and  I'll  tell  you  a  secret" — here  her  voice 
sank  almost  to  a  whisper,  "sometimes  He  sings 
them  back  to  me." 


TO  BE  A  GOOD  MISSIONARY  YOU  NEED  NERVE,  BI  T  NOT  NERVES. 
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ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


Retreat  and  Professions 


Privileged 
Octave 

"I  will  hear  what  the  Lord  will  say  to  me.'' 
With  these  words  the  Reverend  Father  Connell 
McKeown,  CP.,  opened  our  mid-winter  Retreat 
on  the  evening  of  January  24th.  During  the  eight 
days  that  followed  the  Lord  did  indeed  speak  to 
the  hearts  of  the  twenty-eight  Sisters  privileged 
to  spend  this  period  of  peaceful  recollection  In 
His  Company.  Under  the  earnest  guidance  and 
heartening  encouragement  of  the  Retreat  Master 
they  were  brought  to  realize  more  and  more 
clearly  the  all-importance  of  making  Love — for 
God  and  one's  neighbour — the  mainspring  of  their 
spiritual  life. 

The  Festal  Daj 

The  Retreat  closed  on  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's 
Purification  and  the  Profession  Mass  was  cele- 
brated by  Father  Connell.  The  altar  was  ablaze 
with  lights  and  fragrant  with  roses  and  carna- 
tions— white  flowers  signifying  the  purity  of  the 
happy  Brides  of  Christ  and  red  roses  symbolizing 
their  ardent  love  for  the  One  Who  had  chosen 
them  as  His  Own.  Appropriate  hymns  were  sung 
during  the  Mass  and  all  hearts  thrilled  to  the 
glorious  renunciation  expressed  in  the  anthem : 
"Regnum  mundi  et  omnem  ornatam  saeculi,  con- 
tempsi  propter  amorem  Domini  nostri  Jesu  Chris- 
ti."  I 


First  Professions 

At  the  close  of  the  Last  Gospel  Father  intoned 
the  "Veni  Creator"  and  immediately  after  this 
invocation  of  the  Holy  Spirit  first  vows  were 
made  by  Sister  Eileen  Bridgeo,  Woodstock,  N.B., 
and  Sister  Ellena  Bryden,  Christmas  Island,  N.S. 


Sister  Bryden         Sister  Bridgeo 


ONLY  THE  INDOLENT  AND  THE  FRIVOLOUS  NEVER  HAVE  A  SPARE  MOMENT. 
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Sister  Mossey  Sister  Jaiisen 


Kneeling  at  the  altar,  they  pledged  their  love  and 
service  to  Christ  and  received  the  Silver  Cross 
which  they  would  henceforth  wear  as  a  sign  of 
this  consecration. 

Perpetual  Vows 

Oh,  Happy  Day,  when  Dove  Divine 
Makes  of  your  heart  a  holy  shrine, 
And  Jesus  whispers:  "Thou  art  mine, 
And  mine  atone — forever!" 

Sister  Rose  Marie  Jansen,  Denzil,  Sask.,  and 
Sister  Viola  Mossey,  Bothwell,  P.E.I.,  had  the  joy 
of  pronouncing  the  final  vows  which  bound  them 
to  Divine  Love  forever,  and  each  received  a 
Silver  Ring  in  token  of  this  perpetual  union. 

Taking  as  his  theme — "I  will  espouse  thee  to 
me  in  faith:  I  will  espouse  thee  to  me  forever,'' 
Father  Connnell  congratulated  the  Sistei's  who 
had  made  vows  on  the  celebration  of  their  espou- 
sals with  the  King  of  kings  and  expressed  many 
beautiful  thoughts  on  the  dignity  and  happiness 
of  dedication  to  Eternal  Love — thoughts  that  will 
ever  be  an  inspiring  memory  to  all  those  present. 

The  ceremony  closed  with  the  bestowal  of  the 
Papal  Blessing  and  the  singing  of  the  De  Deum. 

On  The  Missions 

Renewal  of  vows  was  made  by  Sister  O'Brien 
in  Saskatoon,  Sister  Profit  in  Vilna,  Sister  An- 
stett  in  Edmonton  and  Sister  Kelly  on  Christian 
Island. 


There  are  times  when  God  asks  nothing  of  His 
children  except  silence,  patience  and  tears. 


IT  PAYS  TO  APPEAL 

In  our  January  issue  we  stressed  "Eight 
"Ways"  in  which  readers  might  come  to  our 
assistance.  The  following  letter  was  received  in 
response  to  the  "Seventh  Way:" 

Dear  Sisters: — - 

I  have  just  read  in  the  "Field  at  Home"  of  8 
Ways  in  Which  You  Can  Work  for  the  Salvation  of 
Souls.  Point  No.  7  seems  like  an  answer  to  a  prayer. 
I  have  a  very  large  (unabridged)  Funk  &  Wagnall's 
dictionary  which  I  would  be  glad  to  send  the  Sisters. 
It  came  to  me  from  my  father  (deceased)  who  was  a 
great  reader  and  a  passionate  crossword-puzzle  fan. 
It  served  me  well  in  college,  too.  Nevertheless,  it  is 
in  excellent  condition.  I  wrapped  it  carefully  when 
my  father  died  and  painful  memories  have  prevented 
my  either  using  it  or  selling  it  ever  since. 

I  hope  you  will  let  me  give  the  dictionary  to  the 
Sisters.  It  is  doing  no  good  wrapped  up  on  a  shelf 
and  I  think  my  father  would  be  pleased  to  have  his 
dictionary  used  again.  He  always  said,  "A  book  that 
is  used,  is  a  book  alive."  If  someone  else  has  already 
been  accepted  as  the  donor,  perhaps  another  of  your 
missions  can  use  the  dictionary. 

Sister  Fitzpatrick,  of  your  Montreal  house,  sent 
me  your  magazine  (I  visited  there  last  summer)  and 
I  earnestly  pray  I  may  be  "of  service"  in  this  case. 
Respectfully  yours, 

Our  Regina  Sisters  lost  no  time  in  accepting 
this  kind  offer,  and  the  dictionary  is  now  "in 
service"  as  a  valuable  auxiliary  of  Religious  Cor- 
respondence "Work.  "We  offer  our  sincere  thanks 
to  the  donor,  and  we  know  God  will  reward  her 
in  His  own  good  way  for  this  charitable  assistance 
to  the  work  of  teaching  little  ones  to  know  and 
love  Him. 


IN  THY  STRENGTH,  0  LORD! 

Once  I  knelt  in  my  shining  mail, 

Here  by  Thine  altar  all  the  night, 
My  heart  beat  proudly,  my  prayer  rose  loudly, 

But  I  looked  to  my  armour  to  win  the  tight. 

God,  my  lance  was  a  broken  reed, 
My  mace  a  toy  for  a  child's  delight, 

My  helm  is  battered,  my  shield  is  shattered, 
I  am  stiff  with  wounds,  and  I  lost  the  fight. 

Low  I  kneel  through  the  night  again, 
Hear  my  prayer,  if  my  prayer  be  right! 

Take  for  Thy  token  my  proud  heart  broken, 
God  guide  my  arm!  I  go  back  to  the  fight! 


According  to  Sydney  Herbert  "Wood,  retiring 
principal  assistant  secretary  of  the  British  Min- 
istry of  Education,  the  three  acid  tests  of  an 
"educated"  man  are: 

Can  you  entertain  a  new  idea? 
Can  you  entertain  another  person? 
Can  you  entertain  yourself? 


IT  IS  BETTER  TO  HAVE  A  LOVE  FOR  GOD  THAN  A  FEAR  OF  EVIL. 
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Immigration  Again — With  A  Difference 


S.  0.  S.  Greet  and  Assist  Newly-Arrived  D.  P.'s. 

IN  DECEMBER,  1947,  the  Department  of  La- 
bour opened  a  hostel  at  St.  Paul  l'Ermite,  thirty 
miles  east  of  Montreal,  as  a  receiving  depot 
for  girls  and  families  coming  to  Canada  from  dis- 
placed persons  camps.  It  was  formerly  used  as 
a  barracks  for  war  workers  at  the  near-by  Cana- 
dian Arsenal  plant  and  then  as  the  model  hotel 
for  veteraus,  who  were  being  trained  as  hotel 
w  orkei's.  The  spacious  lounges,  dining  room  with 
a  seating  capacity  of  four  hundred  and  seventy- 
five  (475),  and  the  ample  number  of  semi-private 
bedrooms,  make  it  ideal  for  the  purpose  for 
which  it  is  being  used. 

S.O.S.  Co-operate  with  N.E.S. 
Staff  members  from  the  National  Employment 
Service  are  in  charge  of  the  placement  of  the  girls 
and  we  were  asked  to  supervise  and  assist  with 
the  interpreting.  Each  group  is  met  in  Halifax 
and  accompanied  to  St.  Paul  l'Ermite  by  two  or 
three  escort  officers  from  N.  E.  S.  The  groups 
vary  in  number  ranging  from  two  hundred  and 
seventy-five  to  five  hundred,  and  are  made  up 
of  single  girls,  and  married  couples  with  and 
without  children.  It  is  a  sight  one  can  never 
forget  to  see  these  people  arrive  at  St.  Paul.  They 
carry  all  their  worldly  possessions  on  their  backs 
and  it  is  very  touching  to  see  a  man  with 
luggage  strapped  back  and  front,  trying  to  hold 
the  hand  of  his  young  son  or  daughter  or  both, 
while  the  mother, 
with  a  little  one  in 
her  arms,  wrap- 
ped like  an  Eski- 
mo, is  trying  to 
shield  it  from  the 
cold  Canadian  air. 

Beds  for  Five 
Hundred 

Next  comes  the 
assigning  of 
rooms.  The  names 
and  the  corres- 
ponding  ships' 
number  are  called 
and  each  one 
comes  to  the  wicket 
and  receives  a 
card  with  the 
number  of  her 
room.  Surprising 
as  it  may  seem,  it 
takes  all  of  two 
hours  before  five 
hundred  people 
have   been  given 


their  rooms  (and  it  isn't  because  of  a  housing  short- 
age this  time).  Then  the  fun  begins.  We  were  under 
the  impression  that  because  most  of  the  girls  had 
been  sea-sick  and  were  tired  after  their  long 
trip  (it  takes  from  four  to  six  weeks  from  the 
time  they  leave  the  camps  until  they  reach  Can- 
ada) that  they  would  be  anxious  to  get  to  bed 
as  quickly  as  possible.  Such  was  not  the  case. 
They  make  their  hods  (army  fashion),  put  out 
their  little  trinkets  as  if  they  were  going  to  make 
this  their  permanent  abode,  and  then  start  visit- 
ing in  each  other's  rooms.  The  abundance  of 
hot  water  is  a  great  attraction  ...  so  the  showers 
and  tubs  are  busy  far  into  the  night.  The  iron 
is  a  most,  popular  commodity.  We  have  had  re- 
quests for  it  as  late  at  2.30  a.m.  (they  wanted  to 
look  nice  for  breakfast  in  the  morning.) 

Awaiting  Their  Fate 

The  next  forty-eight  hours  are  very  trying  for 
the  girls.  They  are  waiting  for  their  assignments 
in  various  parts  of  Canada.  They  have  signed 
a  contract  on  the  other  side  agreeing  to  work 
in  hospitals,  institutions  and  private  homes  for 
one  year.  Many  of  them  are  teachers,  nurses, 
social  workers,  chemists,  etc.  Some  speak  Eng- 
lish fairly  well  and  all  are  anxious  to  learn. 

Without  actual  experience,  it  would  be  hard 
to  realize  the  amount  of  time  and  patience  that 
is  taken  to  place  the  girls  to  the  satisfaction  of 


Sisters  of  Service  Surrounded  by  Newly-Arrived  D.P.'s 
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all  concerned.  Every  consideration  is  given  them 
as  to  religion,  nationality,  capabilities,  the  dis- 
trict where  they  want  to  work,  etc.  While  we 
are  with  them  we  are  kept  busy  acting  as  inter- 
preter and  attending  to  their  many  wants  which 
vary  from  a  demand  for  the  "old  faithful  aspirin'' 
to  a  request  from  one  to  re-screw  her  pivoted 
tooth  in  place.  The  latter  was  referred  to  the 
dentist  in  the  neighboring  village. 

Faith  Still  Lives 

The  parish  church  is  only  fifteen  minutes 
from  the  hostel  and  when  we  are  there  over 
Sunday  we  take  the  Catholics,  and  anyone  else 
who  wishes  to  come  along  with  us,  for  Mass.  The 
Cure  has  been  most  co-operative  and  has  reserved 
the  balcony  at  the  nine  o'clock  Mass  for  them. 
It  is  very  touching  to  see  some  of  these  people ; 
gratitude  is  written  all  over  their  faces.  They 
realize  that  now  they  are  in  Canada  where  they 
hope  to  enjoy  the  four  freedoms. 

One  afternoon  we  took  a  group  to  visit  the 
church  and  they  sang  some  of  their  native  hymns. 
One  was  a  hymn  for  peace  and  many  a  silent  tear 
fell  during  those  few  moments.  No  doubt  they 
were  thinking  of  their  loved  ones  remaining  in 
Europe  and  they  were  offering  this  hymn  as  a 
prayer  that  peace  would  be  restored  and  they 
would  be  united  again. 

Romance  Over  the  Wires 

There  is  never  a  dull  moment  at  St.  Paul.  Life 
is  full  of  the  unexpected.  One  girl  wasn't  at  the 
Hostel  twenty-four  hours  when  she  called  her 
boy  friend,  who  is  living  in  Toronto,  whom  she 
had  not  seen  for  ten  years.  Minutes  passed  and 
they  continued  to  talk.  Time  meant  nothing  to 
them  but  you  can  imagine  the  amazelment  of  the 
Manager  when  he  was  told  that  the  call  was 
$7.50.  Fortunately  for  all  concerned  the  charges 
were  reversed.  The  call  was  repeated  several 
times  while  she  was  there  and  we  were  afraid  the 
young  man  would  be  losing  his  enthusiasm  if  she 
were  not  more  practical. 

Distinguished  Visitor 

We  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  the  Hon. 
Humphrey  Mitchell  during  his  visit  to  the  Hostel. 
He  was  loud  in  his  praise  of  the  co-operation  oi' 
the  S.  0.  S.  in  this  work  of  immigration.  It  was 
an  impressive  sight  to  see  him  so  at  home  with 
the  people  and  especially  the  children. 

Babies  and  Children 

Speaking  of  children  .  .  .  you  could  not  help 
being  attracted  towards  them.  They  range  from 
six  months  to  twelve  years.  The  older  ones  have 
passed  their  childhood  in  very  different  circum- 
stances from  those  of  our  Canadian  children. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  germs  for  D.  P.  babies. 
We  heated  the  milk  for  them  and  when  the  bottle 
was  asked  for,  the  father  very  proudly  produced 

LEARN  TO  HOLD  THY  TONGUE.    FIVE  WORDS 


it  from  his  hip  pocket  with  never  a  thought  of  the 
need  of  sterilizing  it.  They  are  the  healthiest 
babies  you  would  want  to  see  and  so  good-natured. 

A  Child's  Gratitude 

We  talked  with  one  Jewish  family  who  had 
a  little  girl  eight  years  old.  She  was  only  an 
infant  when  her  parents  were  consigned  to  a 
concentration  camp.  The  little  girl  was  taken 
and  cared  for  by  "a  Christian  family,"  as  they 
described  it.  These  Polish  Catholic  people  took 
the  little  one  into  their  home  and  brought  her  up 
at  the  risk  of  their  own  lives.  Her  Jewish  parents 
suffered  a  great  deal  and  at  times  despaired  of 
ever  seeing  their  daughter  again.  When  hostili- 
ties ceased  and  they  were  finally  liberated  they 
returned  for  the  child. 

You  can  imagine  the  joy  of  the  parents  at 
such  a  re-union  and  also  appreciate  the  pangs  of 
separation  experienced  by  these  Polish  people, 
who  had  grown  to  cherish  this  little  one  as  their 
very  own.  Even  now  she  seems  like  a  stranger 
with  her  parents,  and  she  cannot  understand  why 
she  is  not  a  Christian,  like  the  children  she  was 
brought  up  with.  Her  mother  was  telling  us 
that  the  child  pleaded  with  her  to  buy  her  a  white 
dress  and  veil  like  her  foster  sisters.  No  doubt 
she  had  seen  them  make  their  First  Communion. 
She  is  so  attached  to  these  people,  that  she  never 
has  a  sweet  or  toy  that  she  doesn't  want  to  put 
it  aside  to  send  in  a  parcel  to  help  her  little  Polish 
playmates. 

Recreation  Provided 

The  evenings  at  the  Hostel  are  taken  care  of 
by  a  Movie,  including  an  educational  film  on 
Canada.  One  evening  the  Ukrainian  group  put 
on  an  amateur  hour  and  entertained  us  with 
native  songs  and  dances.  There  was  one  very 
talented  performer — a  girl  twenty-one  years  old. 
Her  mother  had  been  a  professional  ballet  dancer, 
so  she  has  inherited  a  gift  for  dancing.  She  was 
very  entertaining,  and  spoke  English  with  diffi- 
culty but  it  was  very  amusing.  She  was  placed 
in  a  family,  but  was  much  concerned  about  their 
welfare.  "Sister.''  she  explained,  "I  have  one 
family  with  one  chilled  (child)." 

Dispersion 

The  last  night  at  the  Hostel  is  unique.  The 
girls  are  busy  exchanging  addresses  with  their 
friends.  They  are  all  a  little  anxious  about  the 
future  .  .  .  wondering  if  Toronto  is  nice  ...  or  if 
they  will  like  Winnipeg  ...  or  how  they  will 
get  along  looking  after  four  Canadian  children 
when  they  cannot  speak  a  word  of  English ! ! 
When  the  final  arrangements  about  their  em- 
ployment are  completed,  and  railway  tickets  and 
baggage  checks  in  order,  the  girls  are  ready  to 
start  on  the  last  lap  of  their  journey.  Each  group 
is  escorted  to  its  destination  by  accompanying 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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WINTERING  IN  A  COTTAGE 

Alone — Yet  Not  Lonesome! 

Bv  AN  S.  0.  S.  TEACHER 


L 


IS'TEN  to  that  wind  !  Listen  to  that  wind  !" 
"The  roads  will  be  blocked  for  sure  now." 
"The  west  road  is  filling  in  fast.  I  just 
made  it  and  that  was  all.''  These  were  the  bits 
of  conversation  that  struck  my  ear  as  I  waited 
in  the  Post  Office  for  the  mail  on  the  evening  of 
January  5th.  As  I  turned  to  leave  one  man  was 
saying:  "Sister  will  have  to  put  the  car  up  for 
the  winter.  Can't  take  the  car  to  school.  The 
roads  are  all  blocked.  Sister  will  have  to  live  in 
the  cottage." 

Since  this  was  the  state  of  affairs,  I  hurried 
home  and  packed  my  suitcase.  I  knew  a  team 
was  coming  to  take  Father  to  Berlo  the  following 
morning,  and  if  I  were  ready  I  could  get  a  lift. 

On  the  Feast  of  the  Epiphany  we  set  out — ■ 
behind  the  team  — ■  immediately  after  Mass  at 
Camp  Morton.  It  took  an  hour  to  cover  the  dis- 
tance of  seven  miles  and  we  arrived  in  Berlo  at 
eleven.  Father  said  Mass,  and  when  it  was 
over  I  visited  a  couple  of  families,  receiving  a 
pint  of  cream  and  a  dozen  eggs  to  start  my 
winter's  housekeeping.  I  arrived  at  the  two-room 
cottage  at  five  o'clock,  lit  the  fire  in  both  stoves 
to  warm  the  place  more  quickly,  and  proceeded 
to  unpack.  By  eight  o'clock  everything  was  in 
order,  so  I  decided  to  retire  early  as  school  re- 
opened the  following  day. 

Questions  and  Answers 

"Don't  you  get  lonesome?  Are  you  scared? 
What  do  you  do  every  evening?  These  are  the 
questions  both  parents  and  children  ask  me.  Per- 
haps they  are  your  questions,  too?  I  shall  try 
to  answer  them. 

Don't  you  get  lonesome?  Not  a  bit!  Haven't 
time  to  even  think  of  it.  Almost  every  evening 
at  4.15  I  hear  a  light  knock,  the  door  opens,  and 
in  walks  one  of  my  grade  one  pupils,  a  bright  little 
lad  of  six.  With  all  the  importance  of  a  man  he 
asks,  "Do  you  need  any  help?"  On  bis  first,  ap- 
pearance I  told  him  if  he  wished  he  could  bring  in 
some  wood.  Now  on  coming  in,  he  immediately 
goes  to  the  wood-box,  looks  in  and  says:  "I  think 
she  will  take  a  few  sticks." 

One  evening  he  was  a  little  later  than  usual 
in  leaving,  so  I  told  him  he  had  better  hurry  or 
his  Mother  would  be  worried.  He  obeyed,  as  I 
thought,  but  a  half  hour  later  as  I  was  eating 


supper  in  solitary  grandeur,  as  usual,  I  heard 
pinging.  Curiosity  led  me  to  the  door  and  when 
I  looked  out,  there  was  my  little  friend  sliding 
down  a  six-foot  snow  bank  in  front  of  the  cot- 
tage and  singing:  "I  don't  want  her,  you  can 
have  her,  she's  too  fat  for  me."  The  next  day 
he  informed  me  that  supper  was  over  when  he 
reached  home.    "No  wonder!"  said  I. 

Many  of  the  parents  visit  me  in  the  evenings 
and  they  never  come  empty-handed.  I  receive 
cream,  eggs,  preserves,  meat  (pork,  beef  and 
chicken),  vegetables,  cookies  and  bread.  How 
could  I  be  lonesome  with  such  kind  and  generous 
people  as  neighbours? 

Am  I  scared?  Of  what?  Unless  it  be  a  dog. 
Practically  every  family  in  the  district  has  a 
dog;  many  have  two.  Can  they  bark?  A  few 
nights  ago  when  I  was  coming  home  from  visiting 
a  family,  there  was  one  continual  bark  for  a 
whole  mile.  Before  one  dog  stopped,  the  dog 
at  the  next  house  took  up  the  yelp— and  thus  it 
continued  all  the  way  home.  But,  as  the  old 
saying  has  it :  "Their  bark  is  worse  than  their 
bite." 

What  do  I  do?  Plenty!  There  are  the  usual 
chores — wood,  ashes,  water,  meals  to  cook,  house 
to  tidy,  work  books  to  correct,  school  work  to 
prepare  for  the  following  day  and  last,  but  by 
no  means  least,  prayers  to  say. 


Here  They  Come  with  the  Soup  Pot 
WE  ARE  SHAPED  AND  FASHIONED  BY  WHAT  WE  LOVE. 
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Won't  You  Come  and  Lunch  With  Us? 

Since  school  re-opened  the  children  have  been 
having  hot  lunches  because  the  weather  has  been 
so  cold  and  many  of  them  walk  two  and  three 
miles.  This  means  more  work,  but  the  children 
enjoy  these  lunches  so  much  it  is  a  pleasure  to 
have  them.  On  Friday  they  plan  the  lunches  for 
the  following  week.   Here  is  a  sample  menu : 

Monday — Mashed  potatoes  and  gravy 
Tuesday— Pork  and  beans 
Wednesday— Vegetable  and  meat  soup 
Thursday — Tomato  soup 
Friday — Baked  potatoes  and  eggs 

The  children  contribute  the  food  items  and 
all  are  anxious  to  bring  something.  One  brings 
the  soup  bones,  another  the  carrots  and  tomatoes, 
another  the  beans,  potatoes  and  onions.  All  these 
are  prepared  by  the  children  and  put  into  the 
soup.  Everything  is  cooked  on  the  kitchen  range 
in  the  cottage.  At  five  to  twelve  after  all  hands 
have  been  washed  and  grace  said,  two  older  boys 
go  to  the  cottage  to  get  the  five  gallon  pot  of 
soup.  Thirty  children,  with  soup  plate  in  hand, 
line  up  for  their  serving.  Long  before  all  have 
received  a  first  serving,  voices  can  be  heard  from 
all  sides:  "May  I  have  a  second  helping,  please?'' 
"My,  it  is  good!"  We  should  make  this  again!'' 
One  lad  even  ventured  to  exclaim:  "This  soup 
is  better  than  the  kind  Mother  makes"  (his  moth- 
er is  an  excellent  cook).  "We  should  come  to 
school  on  Saturday  to  eat,''  echoed  another.  Who 
would  mind  the  little  extra  work  when  there  is 
such  appreciation? 

Berlo  "Daily  News" 

Each  morning  after  singing  "0  Canada"  Ave 
have  five  minutes  of  "news."  Any  child  who  has 
something  interesting  to  tell  goes  to  the  front  of 
the  class  and  gives  his  bit  of  news.  Often  the 
news  item  is  something  heard  on  the  radio,  or 
some  "homey"  happening.    Frequently  we  hear, 


"We  have  a  new  calf"  or  "Our  hens  started  to 
lay."  Yesterday  one  of  the  girls  marched  briskly 
to  the  front,  faced  the  class  and,  looking  very 
important,  announced:  "My  father  is  working 
now  and  he  gets  paid  for  eating."  We  were  puz- 
zled, so  questioned  her  further:  "He  gets  paid 
for  eating!  That's  unheard  of.  What  do  you 
mean?"  "Well,"  she  explained,  "he  has  an  hour 
off  to  eat  his  lunch  and  he  gets  paid  for  that 
hour!" 

Manly  Ambition! 

One  day  I  was  taking  "Our  Helpers''  with 
grade  one.  We  talked  about  the  fireman,  the 
milk  man,  the  policeman  and  all  the  different 
people  who  help  us.  When  we  had  finished  our 
discussion  I  asked  a  little  six-year-old  lad  what 
he  was  going  to  be  when  he  got  big  like  Daddy. 
Without  a  moment's  hesitation  he  replied:  "A 


man ' 


Be  My  Valentine 


The  next  big  event  was  the  Valentine  party, 
held  this  year  on  the  tenth  because  the  fourteenth 
was  a  Saturday.  For  days  before  the  children 
made  Valentines  in  spare  moments.  When  the 
great  day  dawned  everyone  was  present.  The 
party  started  at  two.  Each  child  brought  a 
little  prize  for  "Bingo,"  and  they  played  this 
game  until  all  had  won.  As  each  won  he  dropped 
out  of  the  game.  "Bingo"  was  followed  by  a  half 
hour  of  dancing  to  gramophone  records  and  a  few 
games,  after  which  lunch  was  served,  with  hot 
cocoa.  Two  children  acting  as  mail  men,  then 
delivered  the  Valentines,  some  receiving  as  many 
as  twenty. 

Will  You— Won't  You— Will  You  Join 
the  Dance? 

When  the  Valentines  had  all  been  examined 
and  we  were  about  to  dismiss  for  the  day,  one 
of  the  members  of  the  School  Board  came  in  and 
asked  the  children  if  they  would  like  to  have  a 
dance  in  the  school  that  evening  and  invite  their 
parents.  All  hands  went  up.  They  were  over- 
joyed and  hurried  home  to  give  the  joyous  news 
to  their  parents. 

By  seven  o'clock  parents  and  children  began 
to  arrive.  The  whole  population  turned  out — old 
and  young.  The  music — duet  by  violin  and  oc- 
cordion — was  furnished  by  two  men  of  the  dis- 
trict. I  think  everyone — from  six  to  sixty — had 
a  dance.  Mothers  took  their  little  sons  as  part- 
ners, fathers  their  young  daughters,  and  taught 
them  the  different  steps.  Waltzes,  polkas  and 
squares  were  all  attempted  and  enjoyed.  As  one 
of  the  mothers  said,  it  was  an  evening  they 
would  never  forget,  And  the  children's  one 
thought  and  question  was:  "When  are  we  going 
to  have  another?" 
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Animals,  Too! 

ANEW  TYPE  of  patient  was  recently  rushed 
into  the  hospital — a  dog!  Mike  was  hisi 
name  and  he  was  the  dearly-loved  pet  of  a 
twelve-year-old  boy;  if  at  all  possible,  the  dog 
had  to  be  restored  to  health.  He  had  fallen  and 
hurt  his  shoulder.  The  first  thing  necessary  was 
an  X-ray.  For  a  moment  or  two  our  X-ray  tech- 
nician was  a  little  piqued.  Imagine  X-raying  a 
clog !  One  glance  at  Bobby's  face  changed  every- 
thing, and  Sister,  Doctor,  Bobby  and  the  dog 
went  to  the  X-ray  room.  The  X-ray  showed  a 
fracture  and  Mike  was  put  into  a  plaster  cast. 
"We  understand  that  after  the  pair  returned  home 
Mike  fell  out  of  bed  one  night,  but  apart  from 
arousing  the  household,  was  none  the  worse  for 
the  fall. 

False  Alarm 

Every  now  and  then  we  have  men  call  at  our 
back  door  for  a  meal.  They  are  usually  men  who 
are  on  their  way  to  a  lumber  camp  seeking  work. 
We  call  them  our  "St.  Joseph's  men."  Some 
weeks  ago  one  of  the  Sisters  noticed  a  man  going 
towards  the  hospital.  Thinking  he  was  a  "St. 
Joseph's  man"  she  called  to  him,  as  he  was  going 
in  the  wrong  direction.  There  was  no  response. 
The  man  merely  took  off  his  coat,  placed  it 
behind  the  fire  escape  and  headed  for  one  of  the 
basement  windows  in  the  Convent.  By  this  time 
the  Sister  was  realiy  worried.  She  called  a  doctor 
and  a  mounted  policeman  who  happened  to  be  in 
the  hospital  at  the  time.  All  three  rushed  to 
the  basement,  only  to  find  the  poor  man  shovel- 
ling coal  through  the  window.  Sister  learned 
that  the  poor  fellow  was  deaf  and  dumb.  A  good 
laugh  was  enjoyed  by  all. 

Souls  Salvaged 

While  caring  for  sick  bodies  we  have  many 
opportunities  for  healing  souls  and  giving  bajpies 
tickets  to  heaven.  Not  so  long  ago  a  very  sick 
baby  was  brought  to  the  hospital.  The  mother 
had  neglected  to  have  it  baptized,  so  she  had 
brought  it  to  the  hospital  to  have  the  Sisters 
baptize  it,  as  she  herself  did  not  know  how.  One 
glance  at  the  baby  showed  it  had  only  a  few  hours 
to  live.  It  was  baptized  immediately  and  treat- 
ment started  for  its  illness,  but  it  died  within 
two  hours  of  admission.  The  mother  was  taught 
how  to  baptize  before  she  left  the  hospital. 

Last  November  Mr.  Brown  was  admitted  with 
a  very  serious  chest  and  kidney  condition.  Mr. 
Brown  was  not  a  practising  Catholic  and  he  had 
several  small  children  who  were  being  brought 


up  without  any  knowledge  of  the  Faith.  Sister 
told  him  he  was  a  sick  man  and  asked  if  he 
would  like  to  speak  to  Father  and  go  to  con- 
fession. He  reluctantly  said  that  he  would. 
Father  heard  his  confession  that  afternoon — it 
was  the  first  time  he  had  received  the  Sacrament 
in  many  years.  Arrangements  were  made  for  him 
to  receive  Holy  Communion  the  following  morn- 
ing, but  when  morning  came  Mr.  Brown  was 
sleepy  and  decided  there  was  lots  of  time  —  no 
rush.  Sister  was  very  disappointed.  However, 
the  next  morning  he  did  receive  Holy  Commun- 
ion. As  the  days  went  by  his  condition  became 
increasingly  worse.  Christmas  morning  he  seem- 
ed a  little  stronger  so  Sister  wheeled  him  in  to 
the  chapel  as  close  to  the  altar  as  space  permitted 
and  left  him  for  about  ten  minutes.  On  her 
return  she  found  the  man  in  tears.  He  then  told 
Sister  that  he  had  not  fallen  away  from  the  church 
through  ignorance  of  his  religion.  He  had  had  a 
good  education  and  had  started  to  study  for  the 
priesthood.  A  few  days  later  Mr.  Brown  received 
Extreme  Unction  and  died.  May  he  rest  in 
peace ! 

Aid  to  Efficiency 

Today,  March  1,  1948.  is  a  day  of  rejoicing. 
Our  new  autoclave  and  hot  and  cold  sterilizing 
tanks  are  being  installed.  This  will  be  a  great 
boon  to  the  Sisters  as  heretofore  we  have  had  to 
have  one  Sister  sit  beside  our  old  autoclave  for 
two  or  three  hours  to  keep  the  steam  pressure 
at  the  proper  point  for  sterilizing.  Now  we  can 
do  our  work  and  return  when  the  time  for  steri- 
lizing is  up.  Also  we  can  have  hot  and  cold  sterile 
water  day  and  night.  Modern  equipment  saves 
energy,  and  gives  the  Sisters  more  time  with  the 
patients,  thus  providing  more  frequent  occasions 
for  spiritual  therapy. 


WE  RETAIN  THEM  BY  THE  QUALITIES  WE  POSSESS. 
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"TTVESPITE  the  cold  weather  and  the  never- 
J  ending  snowbank  accumulating  at  the 
front  gate,  our  house  is  a  beehive  of  activ- 
ity from  early  morning,  when  the  first  alarm 
clock  sends  its  shrill  warning  to  interrupt  our 
dreams,  until  the  wee,  small  hours,  when  the  last 
light  is  turned  out  and  the  last  pillow  shaken 
up. 

"There  is  one  light  which  is  never  turned 
off,  however,  and  that  is  the  light  in  our  chapel. 
It  is  here  that  the  girls,  and  the  Sisters  as  well, 
find  consolation  when  life  becomes  too  over- 
whelming ;  and  inspiration  when  all  other  sources 
of  inspiration  have  failed.  Now  that  exams  are 
coming  ever  nearer  this  source  of  inspiration  is 
felt  more  strongly. 

"The  fun  and  frolic  for  this  Varsity  term  is 
almost  over  for  the  girls.  The  odor  of  midnight 
oil  is  begining  to  permeate  the  house;  and  the 
coming  of  Lent  has  added  to  the  more  serious 
atmosphere  reigning  in  our  domicile. 

"As  if  to  remind  us  of  all  the  times  we  feasted 
ourselves  during  the  Christmas  holidays,  the 
Sisters  gave  us  a  turkey  dinner  Sunday,  January 
11,  to  celebrate  our  return.  Since  we  hadn't  yet 
settled  down  to  study,  we  enjoyed  it  very  much, 
including  the  Christmas  pudding  and  the  pista- 
chios we  couldn't  crack! 

"Thursday,  February  5,  was  one  of  the  few 
days  the  Sisters  did  not  have  their  regular  '  army' 
to  feed  at  six  o'clock.  It  was  the  occasion  of  the 
St.  Thomas  More  College  banquet,  to  which  the 
girls  of  S.O.S.  turned  out  almost  en  masse.  Since 
one  of  the  girls  toasted  the  Graduating  Class  and 
another  responded  to  the  toast  to  the  Ladies  the 
prestige  of  the  house  was  further  increased,  and 
favorable  comments  upon  the  speeches  from  the 
Fathers  at  St.  Thomas  More  added  to  our  hon- 
our. 

"Last  Hallowe'en  the  Sisters  gave  us  a  dinner 
to  which  we  invited  some  of  the  gentlemen  of 
Newman  Club.  On  Feb.  9  these  young  men  escorted 
all  of  us  to  the  Capitol  Theatre  to  see  'Green 
Dolphin  Street.'  We  are  sure  that  a  certain 
street  car  motorman  on  the  University  line  will 
never  forget  the  impressive  array  of  happy,  radi- 
ant-faced boys  and  girls  who  mounted  the  street 
car  at  the  corner  of  Clarence  Avenue  and  Col- 
lege Drive  and  entertained  him  with  glee  club 
selections  (a  little  off-key)  all  the  way  down- 
town. The  girls  will  probably  never  forget  the 
'running  of  the  gauntlet'  (a  double  line  of  gentle- 
men) at  the  front  gate  on  our  return,  to  the  tune 
of  'Good  Night,  Ladies.' 

"Sunday,  February  15,  our  living-room  was 


the  scene  of  a  Valentine  dinner.  Of  course,  we 
knew  that  this  dinner  was  a  tradition  in  the  house, 
and  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  we  had  been  told 
to  dress  for  dinner,  we  suspected  nothing  out  of 
the  ordinary.  Some  of  us  even  decided  that  it 
was  really  no  use  putting  on  lipstick,  since  it 
would  be  eaten  off  anyway !  Imagine  our  con- 
sternation, on  ascending  and  descending  the 
stairs  at  the  sound  of  the  dinner  bell,  to  hear  mas- 
culine voices !  The  gentlemen  of  Newman  Club 
again.  After  oiw  initial  shock  (during  which  the 
Sisters  smiled  slyly  at  our  surprise)  we  settled 
down  to  enjoying  the  buffet  dinner  which  carried 
out  the  Valentine  motif  in  tomato  cocktails,  Val- 
entine souvenirs,  red  candy  hearts  on  the  ice- 
cream, and  a  huge  cupid  with  a  twinkle  in  his 
eye  over  the  fireplace.  Small  favors  were  com- 
posed of  marshmallows  and  life-savers,  with  a 
tiny  red  candle  in  each.  Most  of  the  marshmal- 
lows eventually  found  their  way  to  the  toasting- 
fork,  thence  to  the  fireplace,  but  the  candles  re- 
mained intact !  After  dinner  we  attended  a  special 
Valentine  party  at  Newman  Club. 

"All  the  girls  participated  wholeheartedly  in 
the  annual  Newman  Club  retreat,  which  was 
preached  by  Father  Simon  of  St.  Thomas  College, 
North  Battleford,  and  held  on  February  20,  21 
and  22.  It  proved  very  inspiring  and  soul-satis- 
fying to  the  girls :  even  the  Sisters  were  impressed 
by  the  unusual  silence  pervading  the  house  dur- 
ing the  days  of  the  retreat. 

"Newman  Club  and  St.  Thomas  More  College 
elections  are  being  contested  by  the  S.  O.  S. 
girls. 

"Something  new  has  been  added  to  our  house 
in  the  form  of  a  handsome  wood  lamp  as  a  Valen- 
tine gift;  an  antique  clothes  rack  in  the  front 
hall  (which  proved  quite  an  asset  the  evening 
of  the  Valentine  dinner) ;  a  uew  built-in  cupboard 
for  the  chapel  furnishings  and  a  very  unique 
sign  out  front  with  the  house  number  on  it.  This 
sign  came  all  the  way  from  Florida  and  has  on 
it  the  figure  of  a  flamingo  in  a  tropical  setting, 
providing  a  sharp  contrast  to  the  frozen  waters 
and  snow-covered  banks  of  the  Saskatchewan.  In 
spite  of  the  fact  that  someone  in  the  house  mis- 
look  the  flamingo  for  a  stork  and  threatens  to 
re-christen  us  the  'Stork  Club',  the  sign  does  add 
a  little  touch  of  the  exotic  to  an  otherwise  dreary 
western  aspect. 

"Our  botanical  zoo  still  flourishes,  undaunted 
by  the  cold  wintry  blasts  which  threaten  to  keep 
us  indoors.  China  pigs,  ferny  fish,  begonia  cam- 
els and  green-tailed  roosters  all  nod  gaily  on  the 
window  sill. 
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'OUR  GIRLS"  WHO  WELL)  GRADUATE  FROM  SASKATOON  UNIVERSITY  THIS  YEAR 


M.  MacDonald        D.  Tronrud  E.  Healy  C.  Thorburn  E.  Meakin  E.  McGeough 


"Congratulations  and  best  wishes  for  success  to  the  girls  of  the  house  who  are  graduating 
from  university  this  year.  May  your  remembrance  of  life  with  the  girls  and  the  Sisters  at  S.O.S. 
be  one  of  the  nicer  things  in  your  album  of  memories."  Margaret  E.  Kesslering 


A  MOTHER  TO  BE  ADMIRED 


TEE  following  letters  tell  a  story  which  we  are 
sure  will  go  straight  to  the  hearts  of  our 
readers.  This  good  convert  mother  is  doing 
ail  she  can  to  become  well  instructed,  so  that 
she  will  be  in  a  position  to  answer  the  questions 
her  seven  children  are  asking  regarding  their 
religion. 

Dfiar  Sisters: — 

I  was  wondering  if  you  had  lessons  that  I  could 
take  to  learn  more  about  the  Catholic  Faith.  I  became 
a  Catholic  when  I  married,  but  I  don't  know  tihe 
answers  to  questions  the  children  are  beginning  to 
ask  me.  Since  they  have  been  taking  lessons  by  cor- 
respondence from  you,  I  have  been  reading  their  les- 
sons. 

We  have  seven  children  and  I  would  like  to  know 
more.  We  are  eighteen  miles  from  the  nearest 
church,  so  we  seldom  get  to  Mass.  We  listen  to  the 
Sacred  Heart  programme  on  Sundays  and  hear  Mass 
over  CRKC  from  Winnipeg,  Canada.  But  it's  not 
like  going  to  Church.  I  can't  tell  where  they  are  in 
the  Mass  and  I  get  all  mixed  up  in  the  prayers. 

If  yo'U  have  lessons  for  me  to  start  out  with  I 
would  be  very  happy  to  do  them.  I  have  the  cate- 
chism book  that  the  priest  gave  me  when  we  were 
married.  That  has  been  my  source  of  information 
po  far.    God  bless  you,  one  and  all. 

In  reply  to  this  request  the  Sisters  at  once  sent 
suitable  material  to  help  this  good  woman  in  her 
laudable  effort  to  become  better  instructed  in  the 
Faith.  Her  reply  shows  sincere  interest  and  appre- 
ciation : 

Dear  Sisters:  — 

Thank  you  very  much  for  the  books  and  lessons. 
I  have  read  the  "Story  of  the  Mass"  and  "Jesus  and 
I."  and  I  have  answered  nine  answer  sheet®  which  I 
am  sending  to  you  in  separate  envelopes. 


My  children  are  pleased  to  have  me  study 
with  them.  I  did  not  tell  my  husband  that  I  had 
written  to  you.  When  he  came  in  last  evening  I 
told  him  and  showed  him  what  you  had  sent.  The 
look  that  came  on  his  face  was  of  love  and  thank- 
fulness— a  look  that  I'M  never  forget.  The  three  older 
children  washed  the  dishes  "so  Mom  could  do  her  les- 
sons." If  I  were  "stumped"  on  a  question,  either 
George  or  Cecelia  would  ask  "What's  the  question?" 
I'd  tell  them  and,  quick  as  a  wink,  the  answer  would 
be  given  by  one  of  the  two.  This  is  really  some- 
thing I  enjoy  doing.  Tonight  I  will  help  the  child- 
ren with  their  lessons  and  maybe  do  some  of  mine, 
too.    Again,  thank  you! 

If  ever  I  can  get  to  Fargo,  may  I  call  on  you 
good  Sisters?  I  would  love  to  talk  to  you.  I  think 
I  could  get  a  lot  of  helpful  lessons  from  you;  also  you 
could  explain  things  I  don't  quite  understand. 

Since  writing  these  letters,  this  good  mother 
had  the  opportunity  of  visiting  Fargo,  and  our 
Sisters  there  in  sending  us  the  letters  told  us  how 
much  they  enjoyed  her  visit.  "Just  meeting  her," 
they  wrote,  "and  talking  with  her  gave  us  a 
'lift.'  She  is  the  kind  of  person  we  want  to  help. 
We  were  glad  we  had  some  clothes  to  give  her 
because  they  really  need  material  assistance  in 
the  bringing  up  of  their  lovely  large  family." 


DONA  NOBIS  PACEM 

"Drop  Thy  still  dews  of  quietness, 

Till  all  our  strivings  cease; 
Take  from  our  souls  the  strain  and  stress, 
And  let  our  ordered  lives  confess 

The  beauty  of  Thy  peace." 

John  G.  Whittier 
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Doings  at  Our  Edmonton  Residential  Club 


Learning-  to  Be  Leaders 

DURING  the  early  part  of  the  Avinter  a  class 
in  Leadership  for  Recreation  was  spon- 
sored by  the  Edmonton  Council  of  Social 
Agencies.  The  course  was  designed  for  those 
who  were  or  were  likely  to  be  leaders  in  com- 
munity activities,  church  and  youth  organiza- 
tions. Four  Sisters  and  six  girls  attended  the 
three-hour  sessions  each  evening.  The  principal 
speaker  was  one  of  those  dynamic  personalities 
who  kept  all  on  the  edge  of  their  chairs.  She 
stressed  the  importance  of  cultivating  a  pleasant 
personality.  She  also  said  that  those  who  had 
no  particular  training  could  help  themselves  by 
studying  available  literature.  Our  girls  were 
greatly  encouraged,  and  they  are  determined  to 
make  use  of  the  many  helpful  ideas  acquired  in 
the  cause  of  Catholic  Action.  The  directors  of 
the  City  Recreation  Commission  were  favourably 
impressed  with  the  girls  and  offered  their  help 
in  any  project  they  might  wish  to  undertake. 
Within  our  own  Club  we  notice  a  big  difference 
ill  the  girls  who  attended  the  sessions;  there 
is  more  earnestness  and  a  greater  readiness  to 
accept  responsible  positions. 

Christmas  Party 

The  Christmas  Party  was  a  most  enjoyable 
affair.  A  programme,  consisting  of  one  short 
play,  a  scene  from  Dickens,  musical  numbers 
and  a  Christmas  tableau,  was  prepared  by  the 
girls  in  residence  for  the  entertainment  of  Club 
members  and  their  friends.  The  guests  of  honour 
were  our  chaplain  and  the  first  group  of  Euro- 
pean displaced  girls  who  had  arrived  in  Edmon- 
ton a  few  weeks  before.  Two  of  this  group  could 
make  themselves  understood  in  English.  They 
were  all  overjoyed  to  find  that  the  Club  girls 
could  speak  their  mother  tongues  of  Polish  and 
Ukrainian.  One  Estonian  spoke  German  and  she, 
too,  found  a  number  with  whom  she  could  con- 
verse. From  the  animated  faces  of  the  girls  we 
knew  they  enjoyed  Dickens,  even  if  they  did  not 
understand  the  swiftly-spoken  words.  They  were 
visibly  moved  on  beholding  the  Christmas  tab- 
leau, and  their  eyes  filled  when  they  heard  the 
familiar  strains  of  "Silent  Night.'' 

After  the  programme  Santa  arrived  to  the 
joyful  singing  of  "Jingle  Bells."  He  presented 
our  chaplain  with  a  spiritual  bouquet  and  a  gift 
from  the  Club  girls — evidences  of  their  appreci- 
ation of  his  interest  in  their  spiritual  and  mater- 
ial welfare.  Each  of  the  European  girls  received 
a  gift  from  the  Club  girls. 

As  soon  as  lunch  was  over  one  of  the  girls 
went  to  the  piano  and  soon  all  were  singing 
favourite  carols.    From  carols  they  changed,  to 


Ukrainian  and  Polish  folk  songs  and  the  party 
really  li veiled  up.  Since  we  were  still  in  the  season 
of  Advent  the  European  girls  did  not  care  to 
dance,  but  they  satisfied  the  musical  urge  by 
clapping  their  hands  in  time  to  the  sprightly 
rhythm. 

Our  guests  of  honour  were  loath  to  part  with 
their  newly-found  friends  and  the  leave-takings 
were  somewhat  prolonged  as  they  exchanged  phone 
numbers  and  made  fervent  promises  to  contact 
each  other  soon. 

Christmas  Dinner 

After  the  girls  returned  from  their  Christmas 
holidays  we  had  our  annual  dinner.  His  Excel- 
lency the  Archbishop  was  our  honoured  guest. 
Our  pastor,  Monsignor  Carlton,  Father  Holland, 
and  our  good  friend,  Mrs.  McDonell,  were  also 
present.  His  Excellency  spoke  to  the  girls,  telling 
them  how  he  watched  the  progress  of  the  house 
and  how  deeply  he  was  interested  in  each  one 
of  them.  He  made  them  feel  he  was  indeed  the 
good  shepherd  who  had  care  of  his  little  ones. 
The  Club  President  presented  the  Archbishop 
with  the  customary  cheque  from  the  Club  for  the 
Seminary.  He  thanked  them  and  his  apprecia- 
tion inspired  them  to  greater  effort.  One  of  the 
members  sang  a  few  solos  and  we  are  sure  this 
dinner  will  be  among  the  happy  memories  of 
those  present. 

Choir  Festival 

The  annual  choir  festival,  sponsored  by  the 
Rotary  Club,  was  held  at  this  season  and  some  of 
our  girls  participated  in  the  Cathedral  choir  group. 
Many  more  went  along  to  give  moral  support, 
to  listen  to,  and  to  join  in  the  community  sing- 
ing of  favourite  carols. 

Tea-Time ! 

The  ladies  of  the  senior  C.  W.  L.  held  their 
annual  tea  the  latter  part  of  January  and  it  was 
a  gratifying  success.  A  week  later  the  girls  held 
a  formal  tea  to  which  they  invited  their  friends, 
associates  at  work,  and  all  those  interested  in 
their  Club.  It  wras  pleasing  to  see  how  graciously 
they  acted  the  part  of  hostesses.  This  tea 
happened  to  be  on  the  same  day  as  the  opening 
of  the  new  St.  Joseph  Hospital,  so  in  the  evening 
our  girls  went  there,  by  invitation,  to  help  serve 
refreshments  to  the  public. 

Studying  Religion 

Our  Study  Club  meets  once  a  week.  There 
are  some  lively  discussions.  Individual  instruc- 
tion in  religion  is  given  every  day.  We  hope  that 
this  in  some  small  way  increases  the  girls'  store 


ONE  AND  GOD  MAKE  A  VAST  MAJORITY. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


of  religious  knowledge  and  their  desire  for  fuller 
Catholic  living. 

Preparing  for  Easter 

We  are  now  doing  our  best  to  spend  a  profit- 
able Lent,  so  that  our  souls  will  be  prepared  for 
the  renewal  of  baptismal  vows  on  Holy  Saturday. 
There  is  a  large  attendance  at  daily  Mass  in  our 
chapel.  The  girls  are  supplied  with  Lenten  mis- 
sals. Before  beginning  the  Holy  Sacrifice  Father 
gives  a  short  talk  and  explanation  of  the  Mass 
of  the  day  as  applied  to  our  daily  lives.  We  didn't 
know  just  how  much  the  girls  were  deriving  from 
these  instructions  until  one  evening  after  ten 
o'clock  a  girl  put  her  head  around  the  office 
door:  "Sister,"'  she  said,  "could  you  spare  a  few 
minutes?  We  want  to  be  sure  how  to  follow  the 
Mass  in  our  missals  so  we  won't  miss  any  of  it." 
Sister,  of  course,  was  delighted  to  help,  and  as 
they  gathered  around  her  with  their  missals,  she 
breathed  a  heartfelt  prayer  of  thanksgiving  to  the 
Holy  Spirit  for  having  awakened  their  interest 
in  the  Mass.  Later,  she  was  not  above  adding 
a  postscript  to  her  prayer:  "Please  Holy  Spirit, 
inspire  them  to  come  for  their  instructions  a  little 
earlier  in  the  evening !"  S.O.S.,  Edmonton 


Stringless  Devotion 

"TP  ONLY  there  were  no  strings  attached !" 

1  This  remark  was  made  by  a  zealous  Catholic 
social  worker  in  connection  with  a  generous 
donation  in  aid  of  one  of  her  pet  charities.  The 
words  were  not  spoken  in  any  spirit  of  criticism, 
and  the  substantial  contribution  was  heartily  ap- 
preciated, but  anyone  who  has  ever  engaged  in 
charitable  undertakings  can  understand  fully 
how  the  actual  use  of  contributed  funds  is  oft- 
times  hampered  by  "strings"  which  tie  the  hands 
of  those  best  qualified  to  know  where  help  is 
most  needed.  Of  course  one  recognizes  the  right 
of  a  benefactor  to  specify  the  manner  in  which 
a  benefaction  is  to  be  used,  but  since  the  primary 
intention  is  surely  the  glory  of  God  and  the 
greater  good  of  souls,  it  would  seelm  wiser  to 
'.eave  the  choice  to  God's  experienced  almoners. 

However,  these  were  not  the  most  important 
thoughts  aroused  by  the  worker's  ejaculation.  The 
words  made  me  reflect  regretfully  on  the  way  we 
attach  strings  to  our  gifts  to  God.  We  offer  a 
Litany  for  this  and  a  Rosary  for  that,  three 
Hail  Marj  s  for  something  else.  We  even  attempt 
what  seems  very  like  bargaining  with  our  good 
Father.  "If  you  grant  me  such  a  favour,  I'll  go 
to  Mass  every  morning  for  a  month."  or  "If  you 
will  cure  me  of  this  illness,  I'll  make  a  donation 
to  some  work  of  charity."  Almost  every  prayer 
said,  or  good  Avork  performed  by  most  of  us 
is  with  the  hope  of  receiving  something  for  our- 
selves or  others.  Spiritually,  we  are  afflicted 
with  the  "Gimmies."'  There  is,  of  course,  nothing 


wrong  in  these  prayers  of  petition.  Our  Lord 
Himself  tells  us  to  "Ask  and  you  shall  receive." 
But  how  pleased  He  would  be  if,  occasionally  at 
least,  we  would  say  to  Him  of  some  prayers 
or  sacrifices:  "This  is  for  Your  Own  Intentions." 
He  would  appreciate  a  few  offerings  with  "no 
strings  attached" — good  words,  songs  of  praise, 
prayers  and  sufferings,  which  He  is  free  to  use  as 
lie  pleases. 

"But,"  some  one  may  object,  "there  are  so 
many  people  and  things  for  which  I  am  bound  to 
pray.  It  is  my  duty  to  ask  for  the  success  of 
ihis  project  or  for  special  graces  for  such  a  per- 
son." 

True,  but  would  not  all  these  be  included  in 
"His  Intentions?"  It  is  taken  for  granted  we 
would  not  wish  to  ask  for  aiiything  contrary  to 
His  Will.  In  our  confidential  chats  with  Jesus 
we  tell  Him  of  our  personal  interests  and  desires 
and  He  does  not  forget  them.  When  we  leave 
the  "use"  of  our  offerings  to  Him,  we  need  not 
be  afraid  that  our  own  necessities  and  desires 
will  be  neglected.  In  fact,  our  unselfishness  will 
be  a  challenge  to  His  generosity  and  in  the  end 
it  is  we  who  will  benefit  by  our  "stringless  devo- 
tion.'' If  we  consider  that  earthly  benefactors 
would  be  wiser  to  leave  the  administration  of 
their  donations  to  those  with  wider  experience 
and  a  more  inside  knowledge  of  cases,  with  how 
much  greater  confidence  should  we  leave  the  dis- 
tribution of  our  spiritual  alms  to  the  One  Who 
sees  all,  knows  all,  and  loves  all!  s,  Q.  S. 


I^ay  not  upto  yourselves 
treasures  on  earth:  where  the 
rust  and  moth  consume, and 
where  thieves  break  through 
and  steal.  But  lay  upto  your- 
selves treasures  in  heaven 
where  neither  rust  nor  moth 
consume  and  where  thieves 
do  not  break  through  nor  steal*' 
(Matt.VI:19,20) 


MANNERS  ARE  MINOR  MORALS. 
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Christian  Island  Icicles 


Valentine  Party 

"The  members  of  St.  Theresa's  Church 
invite  you  to  their  annual  Vailentine 
Party  on  Monday,  February  9  th,  ait 
8.00  p.m.  in  the  school." 

OING?"  "Of  course.  Wouldn't  miss  it, 
I  tt  after  the  good  time  we  had  at  Hallow- 
e'en." (These  and  similar  remarks  were 
heard  frequently  during  the  days  preceding  the 
Party.)  In  the  afternoon  of  the  Day  much  talk 
and  laughter  could  be  heard  in  our  kitchen, 
where  the  women  had  gathered  to  prepare  the 
sandwiches,  cakes  and  pies  for  the  evening. 

The  party  began  with  a  grand  march  (a  real 
warmer-up  for  such  a  cold  night)  with  everyone 
on  the  floor,  except  those  who  couldn't  walk — 
this  was  a  "whole  family"  affair,  including  all 
the  infants.  Then  sides  were  chosen  for  a  "heart 
relay"  —  very  bad  on  the  hearts,  too!  Each 
player  in  turn  ran  to  the  blackboard  and  drew 
some  part  of  a  "heart  man"  until  it  was  com- 
pleted. It  was  amusing  to  see  such  a  variety  of 
heart  shapes,  one  team's  "man'  ending  up  with 
two  noses.  Following  this,  the  husbands'  needle- 
craft  was  tested.  Each  man  was  required  to  run 
to  the  front  of  the  room  where  his  wife  was 
holding  a  needle,  which  he  was  to  thread ;  after 
the  wife  had  knotted  the  thread  he  was  to  run 
back  to  the  starting  point.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harold 
King  were  the  winners.  Then  came  a  memory 
test  with  Mrs.  Ramie  Sylvester  and  Mrs.  McCue 
having  the  highest  points. 

The  galme  "Find  Your  Heart"  sent  everyone 
everywhere  looking  for  the  other  part  of  his 
or  her  heart.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wilson  King  soon 
discovered  that  theirs  matched.  When  everyone 
had  found  the  right  partner,  all  lined  up  for  a 
promenade.  Then  came  a  very  important  part 
of  the  programme — the  distribution  of  Valentines 
from  the  beautifully  decorated  Valentine  box. 
Refreshments  were  served  by  the  ladies  and  after 
a  few  more  games  all  went  home — tired,  yes,  but 
happy! 

A  Quilt  Frame-Up ! 

"And  'twas  from  St.  Theresa's  quiltiug-party" 

Only  in  this  case  it  should  read  "parties"  as 
to  date  five  quilts  have  passed  through  the  frame 
under  the  busy  fingers  of  the  women.  On  Thurs- 
day afternoons  the  members  of  the  Sewing  Club 
meet  at  the  Convent,  or  at  one  of  the  women's 
homes.  Very  soon  they  intend  to  begin  making 
children's  clothes,  crib  blankets,  and  other  useful 
articles  of  clothing  to  have  in  readiness  for  next 
winter.   The  ladies  enjoy  these  weekly  meetings, 


for  besides  the  good  time  they  have  together,  they 
have  also  something  to  show  for  their  after- 
noon's work. 

Touring  the  Island  in  a  Jeep 

Last  Fall  we  were  fortunate  in  having  a  jeep 
on  the  Island  for  a  few  weeks.  On  a  warm, 
sunny  afternoon  our  agent,  Mr.  Gauthier,  invited 
us  to  make  a  tour  of  the  Island  in  the  jeep.  We 
were  delighted,  as  we  had  never  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  all  the  Island;  it  was  also  the 
time  of  year  when  the  foliage  was  at  its  love- 
liest. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gauthier  and  baby  rode  in  front. 
The  Sisters,  with  the  other  four  children,  sat  is 
the  back  seat,  that  is,  they  sat  once  in  a  while. 
Sister  K.  remarked  that  we  alwajrs  came  down 
in  time  to  catch  the  back  seat.  We  visited  every 
part  of  the  Island — and  the  roads  are  not  paved 
highways!  Mr.  Gauthier,  who  enjoys  a  little 
fun  now  and  then,  didn't  always  keep  to  the 
roads,  such  as  they  were,  but  drove,  and  not 
slowly,  up  and  down  the  steepest  hills,  over  rocks 
and  trees,  and  almost  into  the  bay — then  sud- 
denly made  a  quick  turn  while  we  held  our 
breath  and  clutched  the  seat. 

Eventually  the  children  became  hungry,  but 
this  was  remedied  by  driving  under  an  apple  tree. 
On  a  rocky  part  of  the  road  we  met  a  team  and 
wagon  with  a  whole  family  out  for  an  afternoon 
;joy-ride.  The  driver  was  forced  to  pull  up  on 
the  rocks  in  order  to  let  us  pass. 

We  visited  Big  Sand  Bay,  Little  Sand  Bay 
and  Blue  Point  (the  water  here  is  very  blue, 
hence  the  name).  There  are  two  small  lakes 
within  the  Island — Jerry's  Lake  and  Douglas 
Lake.    The  latter  is  within  ten  minutes  walk 
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Transportation  —  Christian  Island 


from  our  house.  We  were  all  agreed  that  this 
was  a  most  enjoyable  and  unforgettable  ride,  al- 
though we  felt  the  effects  for  several  days.  Later 
in  the  week,  the  children  informed  us  that  there 
were  now  cushions  for  the  back  seat.  A  splendid 
idea,  but  a  little  late  for  our  tour! 

A  Cutter  Ride 

Sister  and  1  were  to  spend  the  week-end  in 
Penetang.  Mr.  G.,  who  has  a  horse  and  cutter, 
kindly  offered  to  take  us  and  bring  us  home 
on  Sunday  afternoon.  During  the  week  there 
had  been  one  of  the  worst  storms  of  the  winter. 
The  trail  we  followed  was  through  fields  and 
bush,  as  the  usual  road  was  badly  drifted.  There 
were  many  pitch-holes  in  the  road  and  Pearl,  our 
horse,  took  a  leap  over  each  one  of  them.  From 
Lafontaine  we  were  able  to  drive  the  remainder 
of  the  way  by  car.  The  road  to  Penetang  had 
just  been  opened  that  morning  and  there  were 
high  walls  of  snow  on  each  side  of  us  as  we  drove 
along. 

Our  return  trip  was  not  easily  forgotten,  Pearl, 
who  was  very  anxioiis  to  get  home  to  her  stable, 
went  flying  along  over  the  rough  road  and  at 
one  point,  taking  too  sharp  a  turn,  she  upset  the 
cutter  and  we  were  all  thrown  in  a  snow  bank. 
Luckily  the  horse  stood  still  until  we  were  able 
to  disentangle  ourselves  and  find  our  feet  again. 
Then  she  looked  around  at  us  as  though  she  were 
quite  pleased  with  her  behaviour.  Mr.  G.  threw 
the  back  of  the  cutter,  which  had  broken  off, 
onto  the  side  of  the  road  and  proceeded  to  plan 
a  hew  seating  arrangement.  The  result  was  that 
Sister  and  I  sat  on  the  floor  of  the  cutter  and 
Mr.  G.  stood  up  at  the  back.  As  we  were  now 
riding  backwards,  our  heads  were  uncomfortably 
close  to  Pearl's  heels,  and  knowing  she  was  rather 
free  in  the  use  of  them,  we  didn't  exactly  enjoy 
our  position.  All  went  well  for  a  time,  but  as 
Pearl  still  insisted  in  jumping  all  the  pitch-holes, 
Mr.  G.  found  it  impossible  to  keep  his  footing 

THROUGH   SUCCESS,   BUT   THROUGH  MISADVENTURE. 


and  was  forced  to  find  himself  a  seat  also.  Sev- 
eral times  during  the  trip  the  door  of  the  cutter 
came  open  and  always  someone  would  call  out : 
"Shut  the  door,  please,  there  is  such  a  draft." 
Finally  we  came  to  a  farm  house  where  Mr.  G. 
thought  we  might  borrow  a  cutter,  but  this  wasn't 
possible,  so  we  continued  on  as  before.  FOr  a 
few  moments  no  one  had  spoken ;  then  Sister 
broke  the  silence  by  saying:  "I  wonder  what  the 
sane  people  are  doing  tonight ! !"  It  was  rather 
late  when  we  at  last  arrived  home,  but  we  had 
both  found  our  first  cutter-ride  of  the  season 
enjoyable — and  thrilling! 

The  Religion  Class 

At  times  the  religion  class  for  the  little  tots 
becomes  a  dispute  about— to  them — a  major  point 
of  doctrine.  One  day  in  the  midst  of  a  lesson 
Rita  interrupted  in  a  stage  whisper:  "Sister,  we 
saw  a  picture  in  a  book  of  Jesus  in  a  cart  with  a 
sheep  pulling  it." 

"No,"  said  Buddy,  "it  was  a  donkey.''  After 
a  while  John  agreed  it  was  a  sheep  because  it 
was  white,  but  Buddy  held  to  his  opinion.  "Sis- 
ter," said  he,  "it  had  big  ears."  On  being  asked 
if  they  were  long  ears,  he  said  conclusively, 
"Yes." 

Rita  was  then  asked  what  kind  of  ears  it  had. 
She  considered  a  moment,  then  said  triumphantly, 
"Sheep's  ears!"  When  the  class  had  ended  Rita 
whispered,  "Sister,  I'll  bring  you  the  book  at 
recess  so  you  can  see  it." 

Recess  came,  I  saw,  the  sheep  conquered  ! 


IMMIGRATION  AGAIN 

Continued  from  page  6) 

officers  and  various  service  clubs  see  that  apples 
and  magazines  are  placed  on  the  trains  for  the 
girls  to  enjoy  during  their  trip. 

"Follow-Up"  Work 

Our  work  for  the  Montreal  D.  P.'s  does  not 
stop  with  the  departure  from  St.  Paul,  rather  it 
is  just  begun.  We  contact  the  girls  in  their  var- 
ious places  of  employment  and  invite  them  to 
come  to  our  Residential  Club  where  classes  are 
held  in  English,  sewing  and  handicraft  and  where 
they  may  meet  and  make  new  friends. 

S.  0.  S.,  Montreal 
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Selections  and  Reflections 

by  Thomasina  Kwinas 
What  God  Wants  From  Us 

No  matter  what  we  do  unless  we  do  it  for  the 
Love  of  God,  it  profits  us  nothing.  God  wants 
our  love — He  will  be  satisfied  with  nothing  else. 
This  is  what  He  principally  looks  for  in  our 
works.  The  things  we  do  or  achieve  are  not  of 
primary  value  to  God,  for  He  can  create  them 
by  a  mere  thought,  or  with  just  as  much  ease 
He  can  raise  up  other  free  agents  to  do  what  we 
do.  But  the  love  of  our  hearts  is  something  unique, 
something  no  one  else  can  give  Hiim.  True,  He 
could  create  other  hearts  to  love  Him,  but  once  He 
has  created  us  and  given  us  free  will,  the-  love  of 
our  particular  heart  is  something  unique  and 
in  a  way  irreplaceable.  In  any  case,  it  is  not  for 
His  own  sake  that  He  wants  our  love,  but  because 
He  desires  to  make  us  happy  with  Him  forever, 
and  He  can  only  do  that  if  we  are  in  love  with 
Him. 


Depressing  Poets 

The  poets  whose  object  it  is  to  depress  the 
people  take  care  that  they  do  it.  I  will  not 
write  any  more  about  these  poets,  because  I  do 
not  profess  to  be  impartial  or  even  to  be  good- 
tempered  on  the  subject.  To  my  thinking  the 
oppression  of  the  people  is  a  terrible  sin,  but  the 
depression  of  the  people  is  a  far  worse  one. 

G.  K.  C. 


His  Tabernacles 

0  thou  soul,,  most  beautiful  of  creatures,  who 
so  earnestly  desires  to  know  where  thy  Beloved 
Is,  that  thou  niayest  seek  Him  and  be  united  to 
Him!  Thou  art  thyself  that  very  tabernacle 
where  He  dwells,  the  secret  chamber  of  His  re- 
treat where  He  is  hidden.  Rejoice,  therefore,  and 
exult,  because  all  thy  good  and  all  thy  hope  is 
so  near  thee  as  to  be  within  thee;  yea,  rather 
rejoice  that  thou  canst  not  be  without  it,  for  lo, 
"the  kingdom  of  God  is  within  you." — St.  John 
of  the  Cross. 


Too  Small  a  World 

The  world  is  large,  and  I  but  one 

Of  an  infinity; 
An  atom  I,  lost  oftentimes 

In  its  immensity; 
But  when  by  mystery  profound 

I  hold  the  King  of  all, 
Ah,  then  it  is  this  world  of  ours 

Is  surely  much  too  small. 


They  Are  Grateful 

Our  Sisters  conducting  the  Correspondence 
School  in  Religion  often  send  boxes  of  clothing 
to  families  who  are  in  need.  The  following  letters 
have  been  selected  at  random  to  show  how  much 
the  garments  are  appreciated.  We  hope  these 
"thank  you"  messages  will  inspire  some  of  our 
readers  to  send  us  clothing  for  distribution  where 
it  is  so  much  needed: 

Dear  Sisters: — 

This  is  to  let  you  know  we  have  received  the 
lovely  assortment  of  clothes.  Many  of  the  things  fit 
the  girls  without  any  fixing  over  and  they  are  very 
glad.  Dorothy  always  wished  and  hoped  she  could 
get  a  pleated  skirt  and  now  she  found  one  in  that 
box  of  clothing.  The  curtains  are  as  welcome  as  the 
flowers  in  May.  We  kept  putting  it  off  to  order  them 
because  our  dear  hard-working  Dad  was  suddenly 
stricken  with  chronic  rehumatism  last  April.  "We  took 
him  to  the  hospital,  some  50  miles  away  and  he  is 
there  yet.  He  is  able  to  walk  now  and  can  use  his 
left  hand  to  feed  himself,  so  maybe  he  wiM  be  able  to 
come  home  soon.  My  oldest  son  is  working  the 
farm  now  but,  oh  dear,  it's  not  like  Papa  managing. 

Thank  you  very  much  again,  Sisters,  for  the 
clothes,  and  I  wish  you  much  success  in  all  your  un- 
dertaking®, and  I  still  hope  with  all  my  heart  that 
some  of  my  girls  may  be  sisters,  as  they  sure  adore 
the  Sisters  of  Service.  The  very  nice  crucifix  sent 
with  the  clothes  I  intend  to  give  my  second  son  as  he 
expects  to  be  married  this  month. 

Again,  yours  most  gratefully, 

Dear  Sisters: — 

Last  Friday  night  I  sat  and  looked  through  the 
catalogs  to  see  what  I  could  afford  to  spend  in  the 
line  of  needed  clothing  for  the  winter  when  Frank, 
our  eldest  son  came  home  with  the  parcel  of  clothing 
you  so  kindly  sent  us.  Well,  that  order  has  not  gone 
off  yet.  The  parcel  is  a  real  treasure  chest:  two  pair 
of  socks  for  the  little  boys,  a  snow  suit  for  Lorraine, 
pumps  for  Elsie,  white  oxfords  that  are  just  adored 
by  Mom  herself.  The  little  red  purse  and  beret  are 
claimed  by  all  the  girls.  The  girdle  was  just  wished 
for  by  Josephine,  the  brown  jacket  just  fits  Joseph 
right  and  the  boots  will  fit  Ben  next  summer.  Then 
all  those  novelties  besides  the  dresses.  It  is  just 
like  Christmas.  It  saves  a  lot  of  money  for  us,  and  I 
am  only  sorry  I  cannot  send  you  something  worth 
while.  Oh,  yes,  that  swell  black  coat  is  sure  adoTed 
by  a  couple  of  us  and  perchance  we  will  change  off 
in  wearing  it — 'depends  on  which  one  goes  where; 
anyway,  it  sure  is  a  swell  garment. 

The  children  planned  last  night  who  would  wear 
that  toque  to  school  today,  but  they  didn't  go  to 
school  as  it  snowed  all  night  and  all  day.  Perhaps 
there  will  be  no  going  to  school  tomorrow,  as  the 
snow  is  eight  inches  to  two  feet  by  now  and  the  school 
is  three  and  a  half  miles  away.  Many  a  time  I  wish 
we  stayed  at  St.  Patrick's  Parish,  a  mostly  all-Catholic 
district.  Here  there  is  a  mess  of  a  mixture  of  nations 
— very  few  Catholics  and  most  of  them  French.  But 
it  seems  ever  so  true  that  beggars  can't  be  choosers, 
so  all  we  can  say  is  "Thy  Will  be  Done"  and  try  the 
best  we  know  how. 

Again  very  thankfully, 
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arc  no  Lie: 


N7TC10N7XL! 


The  Ukrainian  Church  Comes  Into  Its  Own 


IT  HAS  been  our  privilege  during  our  own 
lifetime  to  witness  the  birth  and  expansion 
of  the  Catholic  Ukrainian  Church  in  Canada. 
When  the  tide  of  Ukrainian  immigration  struck 
our  shores  few  realized  the  impact  this  new  reli- 
gious factor  wa9  to  have  on  the  Church  in  Canada. 

Our  Ukrainian  Catholic  brethren  are  one  with 
us  in  the  holy  Catholic  Faith,  professing  the  same 
doctrine,  submitted  to  the  same  authority  of  the 
Pope.  They  differ  from  us  only  in  the  use  of 
the  Greek  rite  in  the  sacred  liturgy.  The  use  of 
this  rite  makes  them  a  part  of  what  is  known 
as  the  Greek  Catholic  Church.  They  •  were  also 
known  as  "Uniates"  in  contra-distinction  to  the 
Greek  Orthodox  Church,  which  has  the  same  rite 
but  is  "not  united"  with  the  Holy  See. 

The  history  of  the  Greek  Catholic  Church  in 
Canada  has  been  from  its  inception  marked  with 
the  sign  of  the  cross.  Enemies  from  within  and 
from  without  attacked  the  Church  and  tried  to 
rob  the  Ukrainians  of  the  faith  of  their  baptism. 
As  we  wrote  some  years  ago :  "Thousands  and 
thousands  of  these  Greek  Catholics  were  scat- 
tered throughout  the  prairies,  roaming  flocks 
without  shepherds,  a  prey  to  ravening  wolves. 
Heresy,  schism,  atheism,  socialism  and  anarchy 
openly  joined  hands  to  rob  these  poor  people  of 
the  only  treasure  they  had  brought  from  the  old 
land  ■ — ■  their  Catholic  Faith.  Presbyterian  min- 
isters were  seen  to  celebrate  among  them  'bogus 
masses ;'  schismatic  emissaries  tried  to  bribe 
them  with  Moscovite  money;  fake  bishops  were 
imposing  sacrilegious  hands  on  outlaws  and  per- 
verts ;  traitors  among  their  ranks,  like  Judas, 
bartered  away  their  faith  for  a  few  pieces  of 
silver ;  a  subsidised  press  was  ever  at  work,  play- 
ing on 'their  patriotism  and  exploiting  their  racial 
feeling  to  cover  with  ridicule  their  faith  and 


pious  traditions.  The  public  school  became  the 
most  powerful  weapon  in  the  hands  of  the  enemy. 
Government  itself,  through  its  various  officials, 
often  went  out  of  its  way  to  thwart  among  them 
the  efforts  of  their  priests."  (Cath.  Problems,  p. 77) 

The  coming  of  a  quarter  of  a  million  Ukrai- 
nian immigrants  created  for  the  Church  a  tre- 
mendous problem.  They  did  not  speak  our  lan- 
guage, no  priests  of  their  rite  accompanied  them 
and  by  tradition  they  harbored  that  century-old 
fear  of  being  "latinized." 

Rome  in  her  great  wisdom  and  her  love  of 
the  antique  Oriental  rite  soon  saw  fit  to  create 
in  Canada  a  Greek  Hierarchy  totally  independent 
of  our  Latin  Hierarchy.  Well  do*  we  remember 
when  the  problem  was  placed  by  the  Holy  See 
before  Cardinal  Begin,  Archbishop  of  Quebec.  It 
was  a  momentous  decision  which  was  to  have  far- 
reaching  consequences.  It  brought  to  our  country 
a  liturgical  division  unknown  to  the  great  mass 
of  the  Catholic  people.  A  few  of  them  may  have 
read  of  it  in  history  books.  Never  had  we  dreamt 
that  Canada  would  see  that  division  of  rite  which 
had  been  part  and  parcel  of  the  Catholic  Church 
in  parts  of  Europe  and  Asia.  In  certain  eccle- 
siastical circles  some  doubted  the  wisdom  of  the 
Roman  policy.  Time  was  to  vindicate  Rome,  who 
judges  events  in  view  of  her  experience  of  past 
centuries. 

Bishop  Nicetas  Budka  was  the  first  Greek 
Catholic  bishop  in  Canada.  Winnipeg,  the  geo- 
graphical centre  of  our  vast  country,  was  his 
See.  His  jurisdiction  extended  from  the  Atlantic 
to  the  Pacific.  Never  a  bishop  had  such  an  im- 
mense diocese.  His  episcopacy  was  one  of  trials 
and  sufferings.  During  the  first  World  War  he 
was  falsely  accused  of  being  pro-German.  Mis- 
informed public  opinion  was  cruel  to  him.  Broken 
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in  health  and  spirit  he  resigned  and  went  back 
to  the  Old  Country.  The  cross  surely  marked  the 
birth  of  the  Greek  Church  among  us. 

Bishop  Basil  Ladyka,  of  the  Greek  Basilian 
Order,  was  chosen  to  be  the  successor  of  Bishop 
Budka.  To  recruit  a  Canadian-born  Ukrainian 
clergy  was  his  ambition  and  constituted  his  life- 
work.  These  native-born  priests  are  to-day  the 
bright  hope  of  the  Canadian  Ukrainian  Church. 
They  have  a  new  outlook  on  and  a  more  realistic 
understanding  of  the  conditions  and  temperament 
of  the  country  to  which  their  forefathers  migrated 
a  few  decades  ago. 

194-8  will  ever  remain  a  great  year  in  the 
history  of  the  Ukrainian  Church.  The  division 
of  the  'Ukrainian  jurisdiction  had  been  under 
consideration  in  Rome  for  many  years.  But  Rome, 
we  know,  moves  slowly.  She  is  accustomed  to 
view  events  in  the  light  of  centuries.  The  future, 
like  the  past,  belongs  to  her.  Has  she  not  the 
promises  of  the  Saviour  to  Peter  and  his  suc- 
cessors !  '  i 

Last  March  the  Apostolic  Delegate  to  Canada, 
Archbishop  Antoniutti,  announced  the  decision 
of  Pope  Pius  XII  to  divide  Canada  into  three 
separate  Sees,  embracing  300,000  Ukrainian  Ca- 
tholics. The  three  great  geographical  divisions  of 
the  Dominion  will  now  have  their  respective 
Bishops.  1)  The  Apostolic  Exarch  (Greek  term 
for  diocese)  of  Central  Canada,  with  the  episcopal 
see  in  Winnipeg,  takes  in  the  Provinces  of  Mani- 
toba and  Saskatchewan :  Bishop  B.  Ladyka  and 
Bishop  A.  Roborecki,  as  his  Auxiliary.  2)  The 
Apostolic  Exarch  of  Eastern  Canada,  with  t lie 
episcopal  see  in  Toronto,  comprises  the  Provinces 
of  Ontario,  Quebec,  New  Brunswick,  Nova  Scotia, 


Prince  Edward  Island,  Labrador  and  Newfound- 
land:  Bishop  Isidore  Borecky.  3)  The  Apostolic 
Exarch  of  Western  Canada,  with  the  episcopal 
see  in  Edmonton,  extends  over  the  Provinces  of 
Alberta  and  British  Columbia,  the  Yukon  Terri- 
tory: Bishop  Nil  Savaryn,  who  previously  was 
auxiliary  to  Bishop  Ladyka. 

The  creation  of  these  new  dioceses  with  their 
Bishops  has  created  a  great  joy  and  raised  high 
the  hopes  of  our  Catholic  Ukrainian  brethren. 
This  comes  at  a.  time  when  their  own  dear  country 
is  suffering  persecution,  when  their  Bishops  and 
priests  are  imprisoned,  exiled  to  Siberia,  put  to 
death,  when  their  people  are  being  martyred  by 
Russia  and  her  satellites,  who  are  trying  to  wean 
them  "away  from  the  Faith  of  Rome  and  place 
them  under  the  Orthodox  Church  of  Moscow. 
Behind  the  iron  curtain  a  great  tragedy  is  being 
enacted.  May  the  blood  of  these  martyrs  be  the 
seed  of  a  renewed  and  stronger  Greek  Catholic 
Church! 

AVhile  the  storm  rages  over  the  Ukraine,  a 
second  Spring  lias  come  to  the  Church  in  Canada. 
Let  the  land  now  blossom  forth  into  a  new  life. 
The  Canadian  Sons  of  Ukraine  now  look  up  with 
hope.  A  new  dawn  is  breaking  over  the  horizon. 


MAKING  ROOM  FOR  HIM 


Sister  had  been  telling  her  little  Third 
Graders  how  much  Our  Lord  loves  us.  She  had 
tried  to  make  it  clear  to  them  that  He  wishes  to 
live  in  our  hearts,  but  that  sometimes  we  let  other 
things  or  persons  take  up  so  much  space  thai 
He  is  crowded  to  one  side,  or  pushed  out  alto- 
gether. 

The  next  day  little  Johnny  presented  him- 
self at  the  desk,  a  toy  aeroplane  held  firmly  in 
his  grasp. 

"Well,  Johnny,"  said  Sister  with  a  smile.  "Arc 
you  thinking  of  flying  to-day  .'" 

"No,  Sister."  And  Johnny,  looking  very  seri- 
ous as  befitted  the  moment  of  sacrifice,  laid  the 
toy  on  Sister's  desk.  With  evident  effort,  he 
continued :  "I  think  this  plane  is  taking  up  a 
corner  in  my  heart  that  Jesus  wants  for  Himself, 
so  will  you  please  give  it  to  some  poor  little  boy 
who  hasn't  any  toys?" 


"But,  Johnny,"  explained  Sister,  "our  Lord 
is  not  displeased  with  you  for  liking  your  plane 
and  playing  with  it.  What  makes  yon  think  it  is 
in  His  way  in  your  heart?" 

"Because,  Sister"  —  there  was  a  little  pause 
while  Johnny  noticeably  fought  for  courage  — 
"because  I  play  with  it  when  I  should  be  doing 
my  lessons  or  helping  mother  with  the  chores." 

Gravely  Sister  picked  up  the  toy.  opened  the 
desk,  and  put  it  away,  marvelling  at  the  direct- 
ness with  winch  a  child's  unspoiled  reasoning  will 
so  often  get  at  the  root  of  a  moral  problem.  Aloud 
she  said:  "All  right.  Johnny.  I'll  do  as  you  wish, 
and  I'm  sure  Our  Lord  is  very  pleased  with  you 
for  making  more  room  for  Him  in  your  heart." 

Ten  minutes  later,  as  she  heard  Johnny's  in- 
fectious laugh  floating  in  from  the  playground, 
she  paused  in  her  writing  to  whisper:  "Dear  God, 
may  he  always  be  as  willing  to  sacrifice  every- 
thing that  contests  your  reign  in  his  heart." 


IF  YOU  BROOD  OVER  VOI  R  TROUBLES  YOU  WILL,  HAVE  \  PERFECT  HATCH 
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Notes  and  Comments 


GROWTH  OF  THK  CHURCH 

The  growth  of  the  Church  during 
the  pontificate  of  His  Holiness  Pope 
Pius  XII  has  brought  about  an  in- 
crease of  79  archdioceses  and  71 
dioceses,  it  is  revealed  in  the  194S 
"Annuario  Pontificio,"  which  has 
now  been  published  in  Vatican  city. 

The  new  annuario  lists  61  Car- 
dinals created  by  four  Popes;  14 
patriarchates,  2  5  7  metropolitan 
archdioceses,  3  8  non-metropolitan 
archdioceses,  1,052  dioceses,  1,639 
titular  sees,  53  abbeys  and  prelacies 
nullius.  12  apostolic  administra- 
tions, 13  oriental  rite  prelates.  228 
vicariates  apostolic,  136  prefectures 
apostolic,  and  12  missions  of  their 
own  right. 

#      *      *  ^ 

NEW  ORDER  TEACHES  FAITH 
BY  POST 

About  300  children  who  live  in 
country  districts  of  Tasmania  are 
receiving  religious  instruction  by 
post  or  personal  tuition  by  the 
Home  Missionary  Sisters  of  Our 
Lady. 

The  new  order  has  been  blessed 
by  the  Holy  Father. 

It  is  based  on  one  doing  similar 
work  in  Canada. 

Recently  the  six  senior  and  pio- 
neer Sisters  received  their  habit  — 
grey  and  similar  to  a  nurse's  uni- 
form. 

Worksheets  with  details  of  les- 
sons, prayers  and  catechism  are  reg- 
ularly sent  out  by  means  of  stories, 
games,  sketches  and  other  modern 
methods. 

On  being  returned*  they  are  cor- 
rected and  sent  back  to  the  children. 
— 'Universe,  Feb.  6,  '48 
.      *      *  * 

ONE  WORLD 

Jesus  never  saw  an  airplane,  but 
He.  too.  knew  that  the  world  was 
"one  world"  —  God's  world.  Jesus 
always  spoke  in  world  terms.  Think, 
for  instance,  of  some  of  the  things 
He  might  have  said  but  did  not.  He 
might  have  said,  "I  am  the  light  of 
Asia,"  but  He  did  not.  He  said  "I 
am  the  light  of  the  world."  He 
might  have  said,  "God  so  loved 
the  Jews,"  but  He  did  not.  He  said, 
"God  so  loved  the  world."  He  might 
have  said,  "Ye  are  the  salt  of  Pales- 
tine," but  He  did  mot.  He  said,  "Ye 
are  the  salt  of  the  earth."  There 
was  never  the  least  doubt  in  His 
mind  about  all  people  in  the  earth 
belonging  to  His  Father  and  belong- 
ing together. 

(From  Christian  World  Facts) 


THK  AXIS  OF  HISTORY  CHANGES 

All  through  history  we  witness 
over  a  period  of  years  one  nation 
emerging  as  a  centre  of  gravitation. 
That  centre  changes  in  the  course 
of  centuries.  It  holds  the  spotlight 
for  a  time  and  then  comes  the  de- 
cline. 

In  recent  years  the  United  States 
of  America  has  become  the  great 
nation,  t lie  great  hope  of  devas- 
tated Europe.  It  seems  but  yester- 
day when  that  nation  was  so  busy 
opening  up  the  hinterland  and  de- 
veloping its  incomparable  resources 
that  it  had  no  time  nor  inclination 
to  be  interested  in  European  condi- 
tions. Two  world  wars  have  changed 
that  outlook  and  shaken  the  nation 
out  of  its  isolation. 

At  the  unveiling  of  the  monu- 
ment erected  by  England  to  the 
memory  of  the  late  President  Frank- 
lin U.  Roosevelt,  Mr.  Churchill  made 
this  remarkable  statement:  "In  his 
life  and  by  his  action  Roosevelt 
changed  decisively  and  permanently 
the  moral  axis  of  mankind  by  in- 
volving the  new  world  inexorably 
and  irrevocably  in  the  fortunes  of 
the  old.  His  life  must  therefore  be 
regarded  as  one  of  the  commanding 
events  in  human  destiny." 

*       *  * 
THE  GREATEST  OF  THEM  ALL 

"Of  all  the  persons  I  have  met 
in  some  degree  of  intimacy  I  con- 
sider the  greatest  to  be  His  Holi- 
ness, Pope  Pius  XII.  His  simple 
dignity,  the  breadth  of  his  intellect 
and  devout  humility,  have  made 
him  a  beacon  of  enlightenment  in 
a  sorely  troubled  world." 

J.  A.  Farley 

W  ILL  ENGLAND  EVER  GO 
COMMUNIST? 

Premier  Attlee,  speaking  re- 
cently to  the  Oxford  University 
Labour  Club,  declared  that  Com- 
munism was  bred  on  the  continent 
of  Europe  in  the  atmosphere  of  au- 
thoritarianism and  brought  to  flow- 
er in  the  soul  of  czarism — Commu- 
nism has  turned  its  back  on  civili- 
zation. 

"Ouir  British  socialism  and  west- 
ern European  socialism  has  its  roots 
in  European  civilization,  in  hum- 
anism, in  Christianity,  and,  in  Bri- 
tain, in  our  British  history.  We 
are  up  against  something  which 
has  no  roots  in  the  past,  which,  in- 
deed, tries  to  destroy  the  past  .  .  . 
Today  it  is  idle  to  deny  that  there 


is  a  conflict  between  two  ideolo- 
gies, the  totalitarian  ideology  and 
the  democratic  ideology." 

1948  IMMIGRATION 

The  problem  of  Immigration  is 
cnce  more  before  the  Canadian  pub- 
lic. It  presents  itself  in  a  different 
light  today  than  in  past  years.  The 
immigrants  are  probably  all  "Dis- 
placed Persons."  For  the  present 
year  the  Government  has  settled  on 
taking  22,000  D.P.'s,  recruited  from 
the  prison  camps  of  Europe.  They 
are  being  employed  in  various  in- 
dustries. To  date  8,000  o,f  this 
number,  mostly  men  for  the  lum- 
ber woods  and  other  types  of  heavy 
public  labour,  have  been  brought 
here. 

Mr.  Mitchell,  Labour  Minister  in 
the  Ottawa  Cabinet,  broke  down 
the  ultimate  figure  of  22,10  7  immi  - 
grants into  the  following  categor- 
ies: 


wood  workers 
clothing  workers 
domestic  workers 
domestic  workers  (married 
<"'oup'les) 

heavy  labourers 

building  instruction  workers 

outside  rural  construction 

workers 

agricultural  workers 
metal  miners 
textile  workers 
boot  and  shoe  workers 


5,500 
2.516 
3.000 
5  0 

3.254 
1.000 
2,050 

2,000 
2.4  5  7 

200 

100 

This  opening  of  the  doors  of  our 
great  country  to  those  poor  people 
will  certainly  bring  a  blessing  upon 
our  land.  After  being  confined  to 
prisons?  and  deprived  of  liberty  for 
so  many  years,  how  the  free  land 
of  Canada  should  appeal  to  them! 

PASTED  FOR  30  YEARS 

The  mother  of  Archbishop  Step- 
inac  died  recently  in  Zagreb.  For 
thirty  years,  three  times  a  week 
she  fasted  that  her  son  might  be- 
come a  priest.  That  great  grace 
was  given  to  her.  Her  son  became 
priest  and  bishop.  Today  he  is  lin- 
gering in  prison.  Her  son  not 
only  became  a  priest  and  a  bishop 
.  .  .  but  a  martyr.  How  powerful  is 
the  prayer  of  a  Christian  mother! 
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Spring  Comes  to  Berlo 


APRIL,  May,  June  —  the  last  three  months 
of  the  school  year.  Three  busy  mouths  ■ — 
three  interesting  months. 
April  brought  the  strong  winds  and  hot  sun 
which  quickly  diminished  those  huge  snowbanks 
which  during  the  winter  looked  capable  of  defy- 
ing any  amount  of  sun.  Soon  the  ditches  were 
running  —  and  then  came  mud,  mud  ■ —  and 
more  mud'!!  However,  only  once  this  Spring  was 
it  impossible  for  the  "'Chev"  to  get  through;  she 
had  to  be  left  at  a  farmhouse  while  I  walked 
the  last  mile  to  school.  The  following  day  it 
had  dried  out  considerably,  so  the  Chev  and  I 
reached  the  school  without  much  difficulty. 

Enter  the  Inspector! 

That  same  morning  at  about  11  :15  I  glanced 
out  of  the  window  and  noticed  that  some  one 
else  had  braved  the  mud  and  Avas  ploughing 
through.  Who  could  it  be?  Maybe  the  Inspector! 
No  other  person  would  be  out  on  such  roads. 
Didn't  he  say  when  he  was  leaving  last  fall  that 
lie  would  return  with  the  birds !  But  here  he 
was,  ahead  of  the  birds,  returning  with  the  mud! 
Probably  he  didn't  migrate  as  far  as  the  birds. 
I  had  just  time  to  whisper  to  the  children :  "The 
Inspector  is  here,"  when  in  he  walked.  He  told 
me  to  go  right  ahead  with  the  school  work,  which 
I  did,  while  he  sat  back  and  listened. 

As  it  was  so  near  noon  I  was  sure  he  would 
be  staying  for  lunch,  so  I  dispatched  one  girl 
to  the  store  for  a  loaf  of  bread,  while  another 
went  over  to  the  cottage  to  light  the  fire  and  put 


Washing  Sister's  Cai 


the  kettle  on.  When  Ave  Avent  over  at  noon  she 
had  the  table  all  set  up  according  to  Emily  Post, 
and  in  less  than  ten  minutes  Ave  sat  doAvn  to 
hot  soup,  cold  meat  and  coffee.  I  had  a  banana 
in  my  lunch  kit;  this  Avas  sliced  to  provide 
bananas  and  cream  for  dessert. 

Before  leaving  the  Inspector  spoke  to  the 
children  for  a  few  minutes  on  the  importance  of 
reading  and  getting  a  good  education. 

May  Days 

FolloAving  on  the  mud  of  April  came  the 
beautiful  month  of  May.  when  all  Nature  is 
awakening  and  you  thank  God  you  are  in  the 
country  Avhere  one  can  enjoy  to  the  utmost  earth's 
loATely  Spring  blossoming. 

Teaching  Science  and  Nature  Study  is  no 
effort  on  these  balmy  Spring  days.  One  child 
found  an  old  tin  can  on  his  Avay  to  school,  so 
he  Avaded  through  the  ditch  and  filled  his  tin 
with  frogs'  eggs.  These  he  brought  to  school  and 
kept  in  a  larger  container  AA'hile  the  different 
stages  in  the  life  of  a  frog  Avere  obseiwed.  The 
young  tadpoles  caused  much  excitement  among 
the  juniors.  Other  children  brought  Avild  floAvers 
and  grasses  AAThieh  Avere  looked  up  in  text  books, 
and  discussed. 

Did  you  eArer  see  a  gopher  hunt?  As  soon 
as  one  of  the  little  animals  is  sighted  there  is 
a  mad  rush  after  him  as  he  scurries  to  the  fancied 
security  of  his  hole,  a  dozen  pair  of  human  feet 
folloAving  hard  behind  him.  Water  is  poured 
doAvn  the  hole  and  all  stand  Avith  weapon  in 
hand  ready  to  pounce  on  their  prey  the  moment 
he  thrusts  his  head  out. 
Loud  screams  are  heard : 
"Here  "he  comes !  Here  he 
comes ! "  The  poor  little 
animal  hasn't  a  chance  in 
the  Avorld. 

The  greatest  competition 
of  all  Avas  provided  by  the 
Bird  Chart,  on  which  birds 
were  recorded  as  they  re- 
turned to  the  A-ieinity  — 
the  name  of  the  bird,  by 
whom  seen  and  when.  Only 
the  first  child  to  see  a 
particular  bird  is  permit- 
ted to  put  his  name  down. 
When  I  stepped  into  the 
class  room  one  morning 
there  Avere  half  a  dozen 
little  boys  (grades  two 
and  three)  standing  by 
the  Bird  Chart  having  a 
heated  argument.  I  paused 
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to  listen  and  this;  is  what 
I 


it  was 

9  " 


heard : 

"Are  you  sure 
a  Kildeer  you  saw 

"Yes,    sure.     T  even 
heard  it  say  'Kildeer'." 

"  When    did    you  see 
yours?  " 

''Yesterday  morning." 
"I  saw  mine  yesterday 
morning,  too." 

"What  time  yesterday 
morning? " 
"Eight  o'clock." 
"I  saw  mine  at  eighl 
o'clock,  too." 

"Oh,  yeah!  But  you 
are  on  slow  time,  and  we 
are  on  fast  time,  so  I  saw 
mine  at  seven  o'eloek  by 
our  time,  and  I  am  going 
to  put  my  name  down." 
(After  all,  there  may  be 
some  advantage  in  daylight  saving  time.) 

May  also  brings  Arbor  Day.  The  children 
brought  rakes  and  hoes.  A  wheel -barrow  was 
borrowed  for  the  day  and  operations  began  at 
10:30.  Each  child  was  assigned  a  task.  Some 
picked  up  sticks,  others  raked,  while  the  senior 
boys  repaired  and  erected  bird  houses.  The  little 
girls  begged  to  "wash  Sister's  car."  This  was 
done  during  lunch  hour. 

The  older  girls  planned  a  surprise  party. 
They  brought  eggs,  sugar,  lard  and  flour  to  do 
some  baking.  While  the  other  children  were 
cleaning,  they  spent  the  morning  in  the  cottage 
— ■  baking!    Three  delicious  iced  cakes  —  two 


Arbor  Day  Activities 

chocolate,  one  plain  —  and  tasty  sandwiches, 
were  the  result  of  their  efforts. 

At  three  o'clock  the  bell  was  rung.  All  the 
children  gathered  around  the  pile  of  dead  grass 
and  leaves  which  was  now  ready  for  burning. 
The  boys  had  been  very  curious  all  morning, 
wondering  what  the  girls  were  doing  in  the  cot- 
tage. Their  curiosity  was  pleasantly  gratified 
when  the  girls  brought,  out  the  lunch.  Grace  was 
said,  matches  applied  to  the  leaves,  and  a  delicious 
lunch  was  enjoyed  around  the  bonfire. 

June  brought,  exams,  promotions,  the  school 
picnic  and  the  rarest  day  of  all  —  June  30th. 
Then  holidays!   But  that  will  be  another  story. 

S.  0.  S. 


Enjoying  Lunch  Around  the  Bonfire 
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EDSON  EDITS 


An  Introduction  That  Wasn't 

ON  BETNG  asked  to  do  the  Edson  Edits  this 
month  you  started  plans  for  an  introduc- 
tion. For  some  reason,  quite  unknown  to 
you,  the  introduction  was  the  thing.  Late  in 
April,  at  the  end  of  a  perfect  Spring  day,  it  had 
come  into  being.  You  retired  that  night  all  aglow 
with  pride  in  the  paragraphs  extolling  the  beauties 
of  Spring  in  Alberta.  But  alack  and  alas  for 
vainglory,  the  following  morning  it  was  not 
Spring,  there  was  not  the  faintest  indication  that 
it  ever  had  been  Spring.  It  was  Winter,  in  big, 
block  capital  letters.  Snow,  inches  deep,  covered 
the  earth  as  far  as  eye  could  see.  Tree'  branches 
bent  low  beneath  their  white  burden.  Means  of 
intercommunication  were  in  jeopardy  because  of 
the  weight  of  snow  on  the  wires.  Instead  of  warm 
April  showers  and  fragrant  May  flowers,  we  were 
deep  in  Christmas  card  scenery.  The  introduction 
was  snow  bound.  And  to-day  came  a  pleading 
letter  from  the  Editor  "Copy,  please,  by  May 
20th."  The  calendar  says  May  15,  and  nothing 
can  change  it.  So  with  a  regretful  sigh  for  the 
introduction  that  might  have  been,  you  plunge 
into  the  Edits,  determined  that  no  Editorial  gray 
hairs  will  be  caused  by  your  tardiness. 

Flood  Tragedy 

Doubtless  the  floods  which  have  been  har- 
assing the  Western  Provinces  this  Spring  are 


Edson  Scenery  on  April  26th 


common  knowledge.  This  district  has  suffered 
very  little  in  comparison  with  other  areas.  Life's 
little  tragedies,  however,  frequently  follow  im- 
passable roads  and  delayed  train  service.  A  young 
man  and  his  wife  came  here  one  afternoon  re- 
cently, looking  for  Father  and  carrying  a  baby. 
The  Sister  who  met  them  asked,  "Is  the  baby 
ill?"  and  the  mother  replied,  while  big  tears  rolled 
down  the  father's  face,  "No,  the  baby  is  dead." 
They  told  Sister  their  story.  They  lived  about 
40  miles  east  of  Edson.  The  baby  had  died  during 
the  night.  Knowing  that,  with  the  roads  as  they 
were,  neither  the  doctor  nor  the  RCMP  would 
get  to  them  for  some  days,  they  decided  the  best 
plan  was  to  bring  the  baby  to  Edson.  Early  in 
the  morning  they  started  out,  walking.  They  were 
picked  up  and  driven  part  way,  arriving  here  in 
mid-afternoon.  The  mother  had  earned  the  little 
baby  all  the  way.  Being  Catholics,  they  sought 
out  Father  who  took  over  for  them.  They  were 
grateful,  so  grateful,  that  the  child  had  been 
baptized.  They  were  resigned,  too,  but  parent- 
like, deeply  hurt  at  their  loss. 

Statistics  and  Souls 

The  first  four  months  of  this  year  have  added 
500  names  to  our  list  of  admissions.  Another  500 
individual  souls,  all  either  actual  or  potential 
members  of  the  Mystical  Body,  have  passed 
through  our  hands  thus  far  in  1948.  Often,  oh  so 
often,  the  religious  nurse  grieves  because  lack 
of  time  prevents  her  from  giving  attention  to 
soul  and  body.  She  can  only  pray  for  her  charges 
and  wait  for  the  reinforcements,  confident  that 
her  prayers  are  heard  and  equally  confident  that 
in  His  own  good  time,  God  will  send  labourers 
to  the  harvest.  Disappointments  there  are  in  this 
work  for  souls,  but  there  are  tremendous  con- 
solations too.  We  do  see  miracles  of  grace  when 
some  poor  wandering  soul  is-  lifted  in  the  arms 
of  the  Good  Shepherd  aud  carried  home.  Mrs.  X. 
was  like  that.  She  had  been  away  from  the 
Church  for  years.  Her  family,  her  friends  are  all 
non-Catholic.  She  came  in  here  to  die,  and  con- 
sented to  see  Father.  In  a  few  short  moments, 
her  soul  was  bathed  in  the  Precious  Blood,  she 
received  her  Lord  into  her  heart,  she  was  anointed 
for  the  long  last  journey  and  with  the  final 
prayers  of  the  Church  sustaining  and  comforting 
her,  she  died. 

The  Babies  Keep  Coming 

Lest  there  should  be  any  misunderstanding, 
we  are  far,  far  more  practised  at  ushering  into 
the  world  than  out  of  it.  There  were  a  few  times 
during  the  winter  when  elastic  walls  would  have 
been  a  boon.  Three  beds  in  the  hall  on  second 
floor  augmented  our  eleven  maternity  beds  to 


GOD  GIVES  AND  FORGIVES;    MEN  GET  AND  FORGET 
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fourteen.  To  give  the  patients  a  modicum  of  pri- 
vacy we  brought  screens  from  all  over  the  build- 
ing. This  conglomeration  of  furniture  in  the  hall 
made  a  road  map  almost  a  necessity.  But  the 
crush  lasted  not  too  long  and  things  returned 
to  normal,  as  they  always  do. 

Spring-  Cleaning 

April  —  and  the  Sisters'  fancy  lightly  turns, 
not  to  love,  but  to  house-cleaning.  All  we  asked 
was  a  breathing  spell  in  the  hospital.  And  one 
fine  morning  there  was  a  lull,  not  a  long  one, 
nor  a  big  one,  but  enough  of  a  one  to  suit  our 
purpose.  The  house-cleaning  squad  was  appointed 
and  in  no  time  buckets,  and  ladders,  and  mops, 
and  brooms,  were  everywhere  on  the  horizon,  and 
the  annual  Spring  house-cleaning  was  underway. 
Now,  walls  and  windows,  drapes  and  floors  are 
shining  with  cleanliness.  The  Maternity  ward 
boasts  new  Fowler  beds  in  metal  with  a  bleached 
mahogany  finish  and  bed-side  tables  to  match. 
With  walls  newly  painted  a  pastel  green,  green 
blankets  and  gay  flowered  drapes,  the  effect  is 
most  pleasant,  the  patients  very  pleased  with  their 
surroundings  and  consequently  with  themselves, 
and  us. 

As  this  is  written  there  are  electricians  all  over 
the  place,  rewiring  where  necessary,  for  our  new 
100  miUiampere  shock-proof  X-Ray  unit,  which  we 
expect  soon.  The  men  had  to  remove  a  portion  of 
the  wall  to  gain  access  to  what  they  call  the  attic, 
between  the  roof  and  the  ceilings.  Sister,  telling 
us  about  it,  said,  "And  all  they  found  in  there 
was  one  bat."  Now  Sister  R.  was  on  night  duty 
and  the  previous  night  had  been  of  the  creepy 
variety  when  you  see  and  hear  things  all  about 
you.  She  spoke  up  quickly,  "What  were  they 
looking  for?" 

Hope  for  the  Harvest 

'The  eyes  of  the  West  are  on  the  weather. 
For  the  farmer  and  all  who  look  to  him,  every- 
thing depends  now  on  sun  and  wind  in  abun- 
dance, and  a  long  summer.  During  the  past  few 
days,  birds  are  hazarding  a  peep  into  the  world, 
the  robins  are  busy,  busy,  the  sky  is  assuming 
Our  Lady's  hue  for  Our  Lady's  month,  and  the 
atmosphere  is  bright  with  promise.  May  that 
promise  be  fulfilled  not  only  in  nature,  but  in 
the  hearts  and  souls  of  all  of  us. 


Another  Nurse  for  the 
S.O.S.  Rural  Hospitals 


Sister  Leoma  Rose 


Sunday,  May  9th,  was  "Graduation  Day"  for 
Sister  Leona  Rose,  who  has  now  completed  her 
years  of  training  at  St.  Paul's  Hospital  School 
of  Nursing,  Saskatoon.  With  the  other  members 
of  the  1948  class.  Sister  Rose  received  her  Diploma 
for  Nursing  at  the  Commencement  Exercises  held 
in  the  Capitol  Theatre  on  Sunday  evening.  On 
that  same  morning  a  "Graduation"  Mass  had  been 
celebrated  in  the  Hospital  chapel  by  His  Excel- 
lency Bishop  Pocock,  who  presented  class  pins 
and  gave  a  little  talk  to  the  graduates. 

So  now  we  have  a  new  recruit  to  supply 
much-needed  assistance  in  our  rural  hospitals. 
We  cannot  yet  say  to  what  field  of  action  Sister 
Rose  will  be  appointed,  but  wherever  she  goes 
Ave  know  she  will  bring  to  her  care  of  ailing 
bodies  all  the  zeal  of  a  true  missionary  Sister 
for  the  welfare  of  souls. 

We  offer  Sister  our  sincere  congratulations 
and  we  pray  that  God  may  grant  her  many  years 
of  fruitful  activity  in  His  Service. 


The  fire  having  gone  out,  the  cat  got  up 
on  the  stove  and  went  to  sleep.  Little  Mary  came 
hurrying  into  where  her  mother  was  and  said: 
"Oh.  Mama,  the  cat  has  got  up  on  the  stove  and 
he's  boiling." 


CEASING  TO  GIVE  WE  CEASE  TO  HAVE;    SUCH  IS  THE  LAW  OP  LOVE 
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We  never  miss  the  water 
'Til  the  pump  breaks  down. 

HAVE  you  ever  experienced  the  inconvenience 
of  not  having  sufficient  water,  and  of 
trying  to  economize  and  conserve  the  little 
you  have?  Well,  this  was  our  condition  in  Our 
Lady's  Hospital,  Vilna,  recently  —  and  what  a 
catastrophe  to  befall  a  bospital!  As  soon  as  the 
distressing  situation  was  noticed  a  hurried  in- 
spection of  the  water  pump  was  made.  This  re- 
vealed that  a  new  cylinder  was  needed;  also 
that  the  plunger  had  fallen  into  the  well  and 
would  have  to  he  removed  before  the  pump  could 
operate  again.  A  long-distance  call  was  made 
to  the  ever-reliable  Canadian  Fairbanks-Morse 
firm  and  the  parts  were  dispatcbed  to  us  promptly. 

The  old  proverb  "Every  cross  has  its  bless- 
ing" proved  true  on  this  occasion,  for  the  men 
of  the  village  were  most  self-sacrificing  in  offer- 
ing their  time  and  efforts  to  relieve  the  situation. 
While  one  group  went  with  the  dray  to  the  town 
pump  to  draw  water  for  the  large  containers  pro- 
vided, the  town  secretary  travelled  forty  miles 
in  his  car  to  petition  the  man  who  originally 
drilled  the  well  and  installed  the  pump  to  conic 
to  Vilna.  The  old  gentleman  kindly  consented, 
and  with  many  willing  and  young  bands  to  do 
the  heavy  work,  he  supervised  the  operations. 
The  town  secretary  spent  a  half  day  devising  a 
grapnel  to  remove  the  plunger,  and  bis  efforts 
were  successful  at  the  first  attempt. 

The  sound  of  the  water  pump  in  operation, 
and  the  happy  voices  of  tbe  men  floating  through 
the  Hospital  wards  announced  to  us  tbe  glad  tid- 
ings that  all  was  well  again.  Though  tbe  "water- 
less" days  were  not  without  worry  and  anxiety, 
they  had  their  moments  of  consolation  in  tbe  satis- 
faction of  knowing  that  the  men  of  tbe  com- 
munity thought  nothing  of  their  own  sacrifices, 
but  only  of  helping  their  hospital. 

Made  Ready  for  Heaven 

It  was  on  a  cold  winter's  morning  at  about 
S :()()  a.m.,  shortly  after  Mass  bad  been  celebrated 
in  our  Convent  chapel,  that  a  girl  of  fifteen  ar- 
rived with  her  father  at  our  front  door.  They 
had  travelled  ten  miles  over  snow-covered  country 
roads;  to  reach  the  bospital  at  this  hour,  they 
must  have  left  their  home  very  early.  No,  neither 
one  wanted  to  be  admitted  as  a  patient,  but  Wanda 
had  a  petition  —  she  wanted  to  receive  the  Sacra- 
ments. It  was  an  unusual  request  coming  from 
one  who  evidently  bad  not  bad  the  privilege  of 
frequenting  tbe  Sacraments  or  receiving  much 
in  the  way  of  religious  instruction.  However, 
the  message  was  given  to  Father,  who  immediately 
left  the  breakfast,  table  and  went  to  the  chapel 
where  Wanda  was  waiting  to  go  to  Confession. 


Afterwards,  kneeling  at  the  Crib,  she  prepared 
her  heart  and  received  Jesus  in  Holy  Communion. 

Later  in  the  morning  we  learned  that  Wanda's 
father  was  taking  her  to  Edmonton,  where  she 
would  probably  have  to  undergo  an  operation  for 
the  removal  of  a  brain  tumour.  Realizing  the 
seriousness  of  the  impending  operation.  Sister 
procured  a  rosary  with  the  intention  of  teaching 
the  child  at  least  the  "Hail  Mary"  which  she  might 
recite  in  her  long  and  lonesome  hours  in  hospital. 
Much  to  Sister's  astonishment,  Wanda  knew  how 
to  say  the  Rosary,  although  she  did  not  possess 
one.  Who  had  taught  her?  A  few  words  told  the 
story.  She  and  her  brothers  and  sisters  were  re- 
ceiving catechism  lessons  by  correspondence  from 
our  Sisters  in  Edmonton.  Another  instance  of 
correlation  of  S.  O.  S.  activities. 

She  departed  with  her  father  and  a  few  days 
later  we  listened  to  a  message  flashed  over  the 
radio  that  Wanda  bad  died  —  never  regaining 
consciousness  after  the  operation. 

A  Real  Auxiliary 

Tbe  Sisters  at  Vilna  are  proud  of  their 
Auxiliary.  They  are  also  sincerely  grateful  for 
tbe  generous  donations  and  gifts  made  to  the 
Hospital  since  the  Auxiliary  was  formed  less  than 
four  years  ago.  At  a  tea  held  recently  in  the 
Hospital  for  the  members  of  the  Auxiliary,  Sister 
Superior  extended  a  vote  of  thanks  to  the  ladies 
for  the  spirit  of  generosity  and  self-sacrifice  evi- 
denced by  the  many  social  events  sponsored  in 
aid  of  the  Hospital.  Mrs.  P.  W.  Frobb,  President 
of  the  Auxiliary,  presided  at  the  prettily  decor- 
rated  tea  table. 

This  occasion  gave  the  ladies  an  opportunity 
to  view  with  pride  the  pediatric  ward  which  has 
been  recently  renovated  through  their  efforts  and 
also  the  new  type  of  crib  provided  by  them  for 
the  comfort  of  the  little  ones  being  eared  for  in 
Our  Lady's  Hospital.  The  latest  contribution  of 
the  Auxiliary  is  an  incubator  which  will  be  in- 
stalled shortly  in  the  nursery. 

Thanks  to  the  League 

We  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  of 
extending  our  thanks  to  our  many  friends  of  the 
Catholic  Women's  League  who  have  been  so  faith- 
ful and  generous  in  sending  us  supplies,  especially 
during  the  war  years  when  we  were  without  a 
resident  doctor.  We  appreciate  their  kindness 
more  than  these  few  words  can  express,  and  it 
is  with  grateful  hearts  that  we  say  "Thank  you 
—  and  God  bless  you." 

To  those  who  have  wondered  and  asked  if 
we  were  fortunate  enough  to  obtain  a  doctor  since 
the  war  ended,  we  can  happily  reply  in  the  af- 
firmative. We  are  thankful  to  God  Who  has  seen 
fit  to  answer  the  pravers  for  this  intention. 

S.  0.  S.,  Vilna 
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Fargo— Gateway  to  the  Northwest 


FARGO,  in  the  rich  Red  River  Valley  of 
North  Dakota,  is  a  young  city  that  is 
"going  places."  Young?  Born  in  1871, 
named  in  honour  of  William  C.  Fargo,  a  director 
of  the  Northern  Pacific  Railway,  it  has  developed 
from  a  little  group  of  huts  which  arose  along 
the  historical  Red  River  to  a  city  of  ten  thousand 
fine  homes  which  house  approximately  thirty- 
eight  thousand  people.  While  retaining  the  friend- 
ly spirit  of  the  pioneer  builders,  Fargoans  pro- 
gressively forge  ahead. 

You  feel  friendliness  in  the  very  atmosphere 
when  you  first  arrive  in  the  handsome  little  Com- 
munity. It  is  only  a  comparatively  short  distance 
south  of  the  Canadian  border  and  you  might  be 
surprised  to  find  in  an  inland  city  of  the  prairie 
country  so  much  progress  in  commerce,  in  edu- 
cation, in  citizenship  and  in  living  standards. 
You  can  excuse  the  calm  justifiable  pride  of  the 
people  of  the  great  free  nation  as  they  cour- 
teously enlighten  you.   They  will  say: 

"We  have  a  million-dollar  airport  with  direct 
passenger  service  to  the  large  cities,  including 
New  York.  Washington  and  Winnipeg.  Thirty 
passenger  trains  and  twenty-five  buses  stop  in 
Fargo  daily.  The  new  Industrial  Area  comprises 
two  hundred  and  fifty  acres.  All  the  leading  na- 
tional organizations  have  branches  here.  Fargo  is 
nationally  known  as  the  seat  of  "The  Little 
Country  Theatre  Movement."  The  lovers  of  music 
or  of  fine  arts,  or  of  lectures,  or  of  drama  —  all 
feel  at  home  in  Fargo.  Few  cities  offer  more 
modern  educational  facilities,  from  nursery  school 
through  college." 

The  true  American  knows  his  History,  Geo- 
graphy and  Civics  well.  They  are  part  of  him, 
whether  his  surroundings  are  urban  or  rural.  The 
fertile  soil  of  the  valley  has  given  perennial 
bumper  crops.  The  farm  homes  and  urban  centres 
have  developed  through  free  enterprise.  It  is  the 
children  of  the  vast  and  fertile  agricultural  area, 
who  are  principally  of  interest  to  the  Sisters  con- 
ducting the  religious  correspondence  school.  These 
are  the  children  who  will  tomorrow  be  leading 
citizens  of  the  most  powerful  country  in  the  world 
and  leaders  also  in  the  Church.  It  is  a  pleasure 
to  visit  them  in  their  farm  homes  and  observe 
how  they  enter  whole-heartedly  into  4-H  club 
work  and  all  modern  agricultural  projects,  re- 
creational projects,  school  work  and  religious  cor- 
respondence. It  is  most  interesting  to  see  these 
children  convene  from  scattered  points  to  be 
taugM  religious  truths  at  summer  school. 

Various  delightful  memories  linger  with  one 
of  days  spent  in  and  around  Fargo.  The  inspiring, 
restful  retreat  days  at  Sacred  Heart  Academy; 
Sunday  at  Argusville  Church  where  each  of  three 


S.  O.  S.  has  a  teaching  project  after  Mass,  and 
very  congenial  and  mutually  helpful  contact  with 
the  families;  the  instructive  and  charming  radio 
programmes,  such  as  Father  Peyton's  "Family 
Theatre"  and  the  "Hour  of  St,  Francis."  The 
Catholic  clergy  have  that  wholesome  generosity, 
linked  with  unaffected  courtesy,  which  expresses 
itself  particularly  at  Christmas  time  and  to  guests. 
AVe  may  soon  forget  the  sub-zero  weather  and  the 
sessions  in  the  dentist's  chair,  but  not  the  friendly 
calls  paid  by  friends  and  the  carefully-chosen 
gifts  presented  to  the  Sisters  who  work  with  the 
spirit  of  Fargoans  and  are  moving  along  towards 
more  progress  still  in  their  missionary  work. 

They  who  would  handle  effectively  the  spir- 
itual work  in  an  agricultural  and  educational 
centre  must  understand  the  farmers'  problems. 
Words  alone  and  theory  will  not  suffice.  They 
must  meet  practicality  with  practicality,  intelli- 
gence with  intelligence,  generosity  with  gener- 
ositv.  How  well  the  Sisters  of  Service  of  Fargo 
realize  this!  And  like  the  young  city  they,  too, 
are  going  places." 


WITH  WHAT  MEASURE  YOU  METE  .  .  . 

Tt  is  a  funny  thing,  but  true 

That  folks  you  don't  like,  don't  like  you; 

I  don't  know  why  this  should  be  so 

But  just  the  same,  I  always  know 
If  I  am  "sour"  friends  are  few;  ' 
If  I  am  friendly,  folks  are  too. 

Sometimes  I  get  up  in  the  morn 

A  wishing  I  was  never  born  ; 
I  make  of  cross  remarks  a  few, 
And  then  my  family  wishes  too 

That  I  had  gone  some  other  (dace 

Instead  of  showing  them  my  face. 
But  let  me  change  my  little  tune 
And  sing  and  smile,  then  pretty  soon 

The  folks  around  me  sing  and  smile ; 

I  guess  'twas  catching  all  the  while. 
Yes,  it  is  a  funny  thing,  but  true, 
That  folks  you  like,  will  sure  like  you. 


THREE  GIFTS  I  CRAVE 

White  Captain  of  my  soul,  lead  on; 
I  follow  Thee,  come  dark  or  dawn. 
Only  vouchsafe  three  gifts  I  crave: 
Where  terror  stalks,  help  me  be  brave ! 
Where  righteous  ones  can  scarce  endure 
The  siren  call,  help  me  be  pure! 
Where  vows  grow  dim,  and  men  dare  do 
What  once  they  scorned,  help  me  be  true! 

Robert  Freeman 
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The  Latest  from  Rycroft 


The  Circus  is  Coming  to  Town 

EXCITEMENT  filled  the  air  in  the  Primary- 
Room  at  Rycroft  School  on  the  afternoon 
of  April  30th.  The  wee  ones  had  invited 
parents  and  friends  to  enter  into  the  spirit  of  a 
Circus  Enterprise  which  had  been  completed,  to 
come  to  school  and  see  "The  Circus." 

For  six  weeks  busy  hands  had  cut  paper, 
sawn  wood,  painted,  moulded  newspaper  and 
paste,  until  elephants,  camels,  monkeys,  horses, 
giraffes,  lions,  tigers  and  clowns  appeared  in  all 
shapes  and  forms.  Circus  wagons  were  made 
from  chalk  boxes  and  checkers.  These  were  gaily 
displayed  on  a  long  table  —  and  greatly  awed 
the  visitors,  who  marveled  that  such  little  tots 
could  thru  out  such  unique  models. 

To  add  to  the  gala  occasion,  the  blackboards 
were  profusely  decorated  with  colorful  circus 
tents,  ladies  and  clowns.  Pictures  and  murals  on 
the  walls  displayed  different  circus  characters  or 
events  —  and  to  climax  it  all,  a  miniature  red, 
white  and  blue  tent  had  been  erected.  This  was 
large  enough  for  adventurous  inquisitors  to  walk 
into  and  view  the  "white  monkey"  (does  anyone 
know  the  trick?)  and  the  live  tiger  in  the  cage 
— •  said  tiger  being  the  Sisters'  orange-colored  cat! 

Miniature  clowns  and  dainty  circus  ladies 
explained  to  the  visitors  the  methods  used  in 
making  the  articles  displayed.  Gaily  covered  en- 
terprise books  were  eagerly  perused.  They  were 
the  culmination  of  pictures,  drawing,  songs  and 


verses  collected  during  the  exciting  period.  To 
the  delight  of  the  onlookers,  many  circus  songs 
about  monkeys,  elephants,  balloons  and  lions  were 
enthusiastically  sung  by  the  little  circus  people. 

"We  happened  to  hear  some  of  the  mothers  say, 
"Doesn't  it  feel  just  like  a  real  circus?"  —  and 
we  knew  our  afternoon  Avas  a  success. 

Who's  Who  At  St.  Michael's 

"As  star  differcth  from  star"  —  so  do  our 
student  boarders.  Here  are  thumb-nail  sketches 
of  a  few  of  them : 

PAUL  — ■  Our  "Senior,"  in  everything,  senior 
boarder  (here  since  the  opening  of  the  house  in 
1944),  senior  student  (Grade  XII),  and  senior 
altar  boy  (Father's  right  hand  man  on  all  litur- 
gical occasions).  His  sentiments  towards  St.  Mi- 
chael's are  expressed  in  the  following  poem,  writ- 
ten for  the  High  School  Year  Book. 

St.  Michael's  Dormitory 

The  dorm  has  got  a  set  of  rules 
That  we  must  all  obey 

They  range  from  "Richard,  bring  some  wood" 
To  "Ernest,  hit  the  hay." 

The  strictest  order  must  be  kept 
By  boys  and  girls  alike, 
Or  else  we  get  a  reprimand 
From  the  Sisters  of  St.  Mike's. 

There's  Father  Paquin,  lives  next  door 
(He  helps  keep  up  morale) 
And  if  we  ever  break  the  rules 
He  really  gives  us  —  —  well! 

One  night  the  boys  were  rather  rough. 
Superior  gave  us  warning, 
Then  later  Father  came  and  said, 
"Come  see  me  in  the  morning." 

Next  morn  we  went  to  meet  our  fate 
In  the  reception  room 
Where  Father  Paquin  awaited  us 
To  send  us  to  our  doom. 

We  got  a  good  stiff  penalty 
(It  filled  us  with  regret) 
Which  each  and  every  one  of  us 
Has  not  forgotten  yet. 

Our  rules  we  seldom  have  to  break 
(Sometimes  we  do,  no  doubt) 
And  if  the  case  is  serious 
Sister  says,  "Move  out." 

Yet  we  all  love  good  old  St.  Mike's 
We  dread  the  thought  of  leaving; 
And  when  we  have  to  leave  the  dorm. 
For  it  we  will  be  grieving. 

STEVE  —  Witty,  studious,  and  an  ardent 
lover  of  horses  ("I'm  riding  at  the  rodeo  this 
Summer,  Sister.  Are  you  coming  to  see  me  ride?") 
We  look  to  him  for  our  daily  laugh  and  are  never 


Primary  Class  at  Rycroft  with  their  S.O.S.  Teacher 

IT  IS  DIFFICULT  TO  ARGUE  WITH  A  MAN  W7HO  WEARS  A  SMILE 
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disappointed;  zealous  for  the  better  things,  such 
as  making  a  visit  when  passing  the  Church  and 
saying  the  Stations  of  the  Gross  every  day  in 
Lent.  After  a  Catechism  lesson  on  patron  saints 
and  their  efficacy  he  was  heard  to  say,  while 
playing  pool,  "St.  Stephen,  put  her  in!"  Tins  is 
what  he  thinks  of  Geometry : 

Psalm  of  the  Geometry  Student 

He  is  my  teacher,  I  shall  not  pass, 

He  maketh  me  go  to  the  board, 

He  compelleth  me  to  write  difficult  problems, 

He  maketh  me  to  sit  down  for  my  class's  sake. 

Yea,  though  I  study  till  midnight 

I  gain  no  knowledge, 

For  my  propositions  rarely  bother  me. 

He  giveth  me  zero. 

Surely  angles  and  propositions  shall  follow  me 

all  the  days  of  my  life, 
And  I  shall  dwell  in  the  Geometry  class  forever. 


"Pro  Ecclesia"  Aspirant 


PAULETTE  —  Pictured  above  in  a  spurt  of 
good  housekeeping  (the  demure  look  is  strictly 
for  the  camera),  active,  energetic  and  not  to  be 
trodden  on  by  anyone,  we  have  seen  her  bring 
the  argument  to  a  successful  issue  by  throwing 
the  opponent  (a  little  boy)  down  in  the  snow 
and  then  tramping  on  his  cap.  Favorite  indoor 
sport  is  teaching  Catechism  to  all  and  sundry, 
Catholic,  Protestant  or  Greek  Orthodox,  it  makes 
no  difference  to  her.  She  insists  on  the  exact 
answers  in  the  book  —  we  hereby  recommend  her 
for  the  "Pro  Ecclesia"  medal. 

ERNEST  —  Our  baby,  not  yet  seven,  just 
made  his  First  Communion  here  a  few  weeks  ago 
and  now  proudly  going  up  to  the  rail  every  morn- 
ing with  everyone  else  to  receive  Our  Lord.  He 
didn't  like  us  very  much  at  first  and  was  heard 
one  day  saying  in  no  uncertain  tone,  "I  don't 


like  NO  Sister."  But  friendly  relations  were 
quickly  established  through  bread-and-jam,  all 
day  suckers  and  other  such  delicacies. 

"...  And  the  cats  broke  it" 

Yes,  two  litlte  impish  black  cats  managed 
in  some  mysterious  way  to  tip  over  our  beautiful 
statue  of  St.  Michael.  This  happened  two  years 
ago  and  the  story  has  gone  far  and  wide  and  is 
known  by  every  child  in  town.  Whenever  our 
statue  of  St.  Michael  is  mentioned  some  little 
voice  pipes  up  "...and  the  cats  broke  it."  Of 
all  Hie  saints  in  the  calendar,  St.  Michael  is  by 
all  odds  the  prime  favourite  here  at  the  Dormi- 
tory; he  appeals  especially  to  the  boys  —  by 
reason  of  his  fighting  qualities  no  doubt.  Every 
so  often  one  of  them  asks,  "Sister,  when  are  we 
going  to  get  another  statue  of  St.  Michael?"  And 
now  we  are  able  to  say  that  we  will  have  one 
very  soon  —  the  good  Oblate  Fathers  of  the 
district  (who  visit  us  from  time  to  time)  heard 
about  St.  Michael  and  the  cats,  so  they  made  a 
collection  and  presented  us  with  enough  money 
to  buy  a  new  statue.  We  know  he  is  watching 
over  us  in  a  special  manner  (the  miracles  that 
happen  day  by  day  tell  us  that)  and  when  we 
have  his  statue  in  our  midst  again,  it  will  be 
high  up  in  a  safe  place  this  time.  We  are  sure 
that  devotion  to  this  glorious  Prince  of  the 
Heavenly  Court  will  become  a  real  and  lasting 
thing  in  the  lives  of  our  pupils. 

Rejoice  and  be  glad 

Here  in  Ryeroft  we  have  many  occasions  to 
thank  God  for  good  friends  who  are  ever  mindful 
of  our  needs,  for  instance  the  newly-formed  Ca- 
tholic Women's  League  of  Ryeroft  who  organized 
a  Grocery  Shower  for  us  recently.  It  was  held  in 
the  Agricultural  Hall  and  was  a  complete  suc- 
cess; both  Catholics  and  non-Catholics  brought 
generous  contributions.  Our  grateful  thanks  to 
them  all  and  to  the  C.W.L.  One  of  our  bene- 
factors in  Montreal  sent  a  set  of  beautiful  hand- 
made tabernacle  veils  for  the  Church.  They  are 
red  satin  (were  sent  for  Pentecost  Sunday),  the 
large  one  for  the  main  altar  being  embroidered 
with  a  medallion  of  the  Dove,  symbolizing  the 
Holy  Ghost.  The  smaller  ones  for  the  side  altars 
are  embroidered  with  the  monogram  "M"  and 
"St.  J."  They  delight  the  eye,  uplift  the  mind, 
and  are  altogether  beautiful. 


A  matter  of  fact  treatment  of  everything  is 
an  attitude  of  mind  that  is  not  only  meddlesome 
and  mischievous,  it  is  downright  disastrous  for 
all  who  suffer  from  it. 

15.  C  Diltz,  M.A.,  in  Pierian  Spring. 


Few  things  are  harder  to  put  up  with  than 
the  annoyance  of  good  example. 


IT  TAKES  MORE  COURAGE  TO  ENDURE  THAN  TO  ACT 
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Saskatoon  Says 

"O  PRIN1G  has  finally  come  to  Saskatoon,  and 
^\  with  it  the  usual  amount  of  mud,  sandy 
streets  and  dirty  rubbers  stacked  in  the 
front  hall  at  942  Saskatchewan  Crescent.  Spring 
also  brought  final  examinations  for  the  S.  0.  S. 
girls,  and  the  finals  meant  an  extra  amount  of 
midnight  oil  consumed,  frazzled  nerves,  short 
tempers  and  a  general  state  of  tension  and  dis- 
order. But  all  good  things,  and  bad  things,  must 
come  to  an  end,  and  so  did  exams.  Then  began 
a  fluster  and  flurry  of  packing,  train-catching 
(after  we  finally  found  out  whether  or  not  our 
particular  train  was  leaving  or  if  we  had  better 
invest  in  canoes!),  last-minute  visits  and  good- 
byes as  the  girls  departed  for  their  various  homes 
throughout  the  province. 

"In  the  midst  of  this  state  of  affairs,  com- 
jDlieated  by  the  disorder  of  Spring  cleaning,  we 
were  honoured  by  a  visit  from  Most  Reverend 
Archbishop  J.  H.  MacDonald  of  Edmonton  and 
Most  Reverend  Bishop  P.  F.  Pocock  on  Wednes- 
day, April  21.  What  with  brooms  and  mops  in 
the  living  room,  muddy  rubbers  in  the  dining 
room,  and  late  breakfasters  in  the  kitchen,  Their 
Excellencies  certainly  caught  us  unawares! 

"On  Sunday,  April  11,  the  Sisters  held  a 
special  dinner  honouring  the  girls  of  our  house 
who  are  graduating  from  'Varsity'  this  year.  The 
dinner  was  delicious  and  a  tall  vase  of  Spring 
flowers  added  a  touch  of  festive  gaiety  to  the 
dinner  table.  The  advent  of  a  pressure  cooker  in 
our  kitchen  has  made  cooking  dinner  a  half-time 
job,  and  steamed  puddings  a  frequent  delicacy ! 

"The  wholesome,  homey,  jolly,  informal  and 
completely  Catholic  atmosphere  in  the  S.  0.  S. 
house  on  the  hill  is  something  none  of  the  girls 
who  have  made  their  homes  there  will  ever  forget. 
Our  hearts  are  full  of  gratitude  to  the  kind  Sisters 
who  always  made  us  and  all  our  friends  feel  at 
home  and  loved  during  our  stay  in  Saskatoon. 
In  the  words  of  Tiny  Tim  in  the  Christmas  Carol, 
'God  bless  us  every  one,'  and  the  dear  Sisters 
especially."  Margaret  E.  Kesslering 


The  Bishop  was  so  worried  about  the  affairs 
of  his  diocese  that  he  couldn't  sleep  nights.  One 
evening,  however,  when  he  did  doze  off,  he 
thought  he  heard  God  saying :  "Now,  Bishop,  you 
get  a  good  night's  rest:  I'll  take  care  of  your 
diocese  during  the  night;  you  take  care  of  it 
during  the  day." 


Out  of  the  Mouths  of  Babes 

ANNA  was  seven,  and  had  but  recently  made 
her  First  Communion.  While  being  pre- 
pared to  receive  Jesus,  she  had  been  told 
that  from  now  on,  out  of  love  for  Our  Lord,  she 
must  not  eat  any  meat  on  Fridays. 

Not  many  weeks  after  First  Communion  Day 
Anna  was  invited  to  a  beach  picnic  by  some  Pro- 
testant, friends.  On  Monday  she  came  to  me  at 
recess  and  said:  "Sister,  they  had  ham  sand- 
wiches at  the  picnic  on  Friday." 

"Those  people,"  1  explained,  "are  not  Catho- 
lics, so  they  wouldn't  believe  tliey  should  not 
eat  meat  on  Fridays.  Did  they  not  have  any 
other  sandwiches?" 

"Yes,  there  were  some  cheesy  ones."  Anna 
made  a  face.  "But  you  know  how  I  hate  cheese." 

"Did  you  eat  the  ham?"  I  queried,  wondering 
how  this  little  one  had  reacted  to  her  first  tempta- 
tion. 

"Oh,  no,  Sister,"  she  assured  me  eagerly,  "I 
ate  cheese."  Greatly  relieved,  but  curious  to  know 
more,  I  questioned  further: 

"Why  didn't  you  eat  it?" 

Anna  looked  at  me  gravely  and  there  was  a 
hint  of  surprise  in  her  voice  when  she  answered  : 
"Didn't  you  tell  us,  Sister,  that  going  without 
meat  on  Fridays  was  one  way  in  which  we  could 
show  Our  Lord  that  we  love  Him?" 

"Yes  —  and  did  you  remember  that  on  Fri- 
day?" 

Anna  smiled  and  nodded.  "When  I  saw  the 
lovely  ham  sandwiches  coming,"  she  said,  "1 
thought  Our  Lord  was  right  beside  me  whispering, 
'Will  you  give  up  this  hatn  for  love  of  me'?" 

"Yes  —  and  then. .  ."  I  prompted,  as  the  child 
seemed  to  think  the  subject  closed. 

"Oh,  then...  well,  of  course  I  couldn't  sav 
Wo'  to  Our  Lord." 

As  for  me,  I  turned  away  with  a  lump  in  my 
throat,  a  tear  in  my  eve,  and  a  prayer  in  my 
heart  that  she  (and  I  also)  might  always  find 
it  impossible  to  sav  "No"  to  Our  Lord. 

S.  0.  S. 


Mrs.  Mason  had  been  busy  all  day  preserving 
gooseberries,  and  raspberries,  and  when  she  had 
finished  she  sealed  the  jars  and  labelled  them: 
"Gooseberries  put  up  by  Mrs.  .Mason."  Little 
Johnnie  Mason,  having  located  the  preserve 
shelf,  emptied  one  jar  and  wrote  below  the  label: 
"Pul  down  by  Johnnie  Mason." 


^^THY  KINGDOM  COKE 
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The  Catholic  Social  Worker 

People  come  to  the  Catholic  social  worker  when 
they  are  in  difficulty.  They  come  for  help  in 
meeting  the  difficulty.  They  frequently  believe 
that  if  some  one  thing  is  done  for  them  all  ten- 
sion will  disappear.  But  this  is  not  always  so, 
and  the  remedy  we,  apply  therefore  may  not  get 
to  the  root  of  the  situation. 

Then  what  is  usually  the  basic  problem  con- 
fronting the  person  who  comes  to  us?  We  like 
to  describe  it  in  terms  of  attitudes.  A  person 
wants  to  talk  about  certain  difficulties  that  he 
is  unable  to  meet  through  his  own  efforts.  The 
person  who  represents  the  agency  in  dealing  with 
the  individual  seeking  him  will  naturally  deal 
with  him  on  the  basis  of  his  own  experience.  It 
is  in  this  worker-client  relationship  that  the  vital 
force  of  religion  will  appear.  Here  we  work  on 
the  assumption  that  religion,  that  the  teaching 
of  Christ,  the  Sacratmental  system  left  us  by 
Christ,  plays  a  dominant  part  in  the  worker's  own 
life.  Concretely  it  means  that  the  worker  has  met 
his  own  problems  in  the  light  of  Christ's  teach- 
ing and  with  the  aid  of  His  grace.  The  worker's 
faith,  his  reliance  on  grace,  will  many  times  have 
been  put  to  a  test  in  his  own  life.  Many  times  the 
worker,  like  all  good  Christians,  will  have  to  carry 
his  own  crosses.  It  is  in  the  light  of  his  experi- 
ence in  carrjdng  his  own  crosses  that  the  worker 
in  Catholic  Charities  will  approach  the  person  who 
comes  to  him  with  his  sorrow,  as  one  who  cannot 
bear  this  sorrow  without  the  faith  and  grace  of 
Christ. 

How  will  this  supernatural  attitude  show  in 
the  worker's  relationship?  He  will  not  expect 
too  much  for  his  own  efforts.  He  will  rest  hisi 
main  hope  on  faith  and  the  grace  of  Christ.  He 
will  discuss  with  the  client  religious  practices 
such  as  attendance  at  Mass,  reception  of  the  Sac- 
raments and  prayer,  in  their  relationship  to  the 
client's  difficulties.  He  will  discuss  with  him 
the  consolation  and  help  one  gets  from  sharing 
Christ's  sacrificial  offering  in  the  Sacrifice  of  the 
Mass,  and  reception  of  Christ  in  Holy  'Com- 
munion. 

In  his  relationship  with  persons  in  difficulty, 
the  Catholic  Worker  will  have  as  his  model  the 
sympathy  and  patience  of  Christ.  He  will  always 
keep  in  mind  that  he  is  dealing  with  Christ's 
children,  with  human  beings  that  have  been 
redeemed  by  Christ  and  are  infinitely  precious  in 
the  sight  of  God. — (Catholic  Charities  Review.) 


TEST  YOURSELF! 

It  is  not  easy  to  distinguish  the  various 
motives  which  stimulate  and  influence  us  in  .our 
actions.  For  this  spiritual  insight  is  required. 
There  is,  however,  one  test  by  which  we  may 
know  that  we  are  not  laboring  in  vain.  As  years 
wear  away,  and  the  burden  of  the  spiritual 
struggle  becomes  heavier,  as  crosses  become  more 
numerous,  trials  more  frequent  and  more  severe, 
friends  pass  on  never  to  come  back  and  we  are 
left  isolated  and  lonely,  do  we  in  these  circum- 
stances turn  to  God  and  to  prayer?  Do  we  lean 
more  on  Him  and  less  on  others?  Do  we  care 
more  for  His  glory  and  less  for  things  of  earth? 
If  we  can  stand  this  test,  when  the  call  comes 
at  the  sunset  of  this  life  and  the  dawn  of  a  better 
world,  we  shall  find  that  our  nets  are  filled  to 
ihe  breaking  and  on  the  other  shore  the  loving 
Master  will  meet  us  with  a  smile  of  welcome  and 
love. 

John  H.  O'RourJce,  S.J. 


KEEP  REACHING  UP 

Think  of  a  little  child  ti'ying  to  get  at  the 
handle  of  a  door  to  open  it  when  it  is  too  small 
to  reach  it.  Any  one  near  by  would,  of  course, 
help  it  by  opening  the  door:  one  could  not  help 
doing  so.  No  more  can  God  help  opening  the 
door  for  us  when  we  pray  for  high  graces.  He 
is  more  touched  at  our  trying  to  reach  that  handle 
than  words  can  say. 

Father  Faber 


THE  PUREST  ORE  IS  PRODUCED  FROM  THE  HOTTEST  FURNACE 
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Redemptorists  to  the  Orient 

FAREWELL  CEREMONY  AT  ST.  PATRICK'S 


Rev.  Wm.  James,  C.Ss.R.,    Rev.  J.  Fuller,  C.Ss.R.,    Rev.  A.  Murata,  C.S.V.,    Rev.  R.  Horn,  C.Ss.R. 


ON  SUNDAY  evening,  April  25th,  we  had 
the  privilege  of  being  present  at  the  "Dedi- 
cation Programme,"  held  in  St.  Patrick's 
Church,  Toronto,  in  honour  of  three  Redemptorist 
Fathers  who  have  been  chosen  by  God  and  their 
Community  to  establish  a  mission  in  far-away 
-la  pan. 

The  departure  ceremony  provided  a  colour- 
ful spectacle,  the  gorgeous  robes  of  cardinal, 
bishops  and  monsignori  contrasting  strikingly 
with  the  sombre  habits  of  various  religious  com- 
munities of  which,  as  was  to  be  expected,  the 
Redemptorists  were  by  far  the  most  numerous. 

St.  Michael's  Cathedral  Choir,  under  the  di- 
rection of  Monsignor  J.  E.  Ronan,  provided  the 
musical  setting  for  the  programme,  and  from 
the  glorious  "Ecce  sacerdos  magnus,"  snug  at  the 
Cardinal's  entrance,  to  the  heart-lifting  "Te  Deum" 
which  closed  the  ceremony,  the  music  was  devo- 
tional and  inspiring,  giving  to  the  listeners  ;i 
foretaste  of  heavenly  harmony. 

Since  this  event  has  already  been  widely  pub- 
licized by  Catholic  newspapers  and  magazines, 
we  shall  not  go  into  details  concerning  the  well- 


chosen  words  of  encouragement  and  congratula- 
tion spoken  by  His  Eminence  the  Cardinal,  the 
Very  Reverend  Father  Provincial  and  the  Very 
Reverend  Father  Rector.  The  Departure  Cere- 
monial, particularly  the  Renewal  of  Redemptorist 
Vows  by  the  Founding  Fathers,  was  something 
not  soon  to  be  forgotten  by  the  large  Congrega- 
tion, many  of  whom  witnessed  the  ceremony 
through  tear-misted  eyes. 

That  Redemptorists  should  eagerly  answer 
the  call  to  "go  and  make  disciples  of  all  nations" 
should  not  be  surprising  to  those  who  know  the 
history  of  these  zealous  Sons  of  St.  Alphonsus. 
They  are  essentially  ;i  missionary  Community  and 
—  either  at  home  or  abroad  —  their  principal 
interest  and  occupation  is  bringing  to  souls 
the  good  news  that  "with  Him  there  is  plentiful 
redemption."  Nevertheless,  a  Foundation  in  a 
foreign  country  is  an  undertaking  that  calls  for 
special  faith  and  courage,  so  to  the  three  new 
foreign  missionaries  we  offer  sincere  congratula- 
tions, promising  our  prayers  that  the  Holy  Spirit 
may  be  with  them,  constantly  aiding  and  inspiring 
their  efforts  to  enkindle  His  Divine  Love  in  the 
hearts  of  the  Japanese. 


THOSE  WHO  LIKE  EVERYTHING  THEY  HAVE  ARE  HAITI  I  K 
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That  Social  Questions  in  India  May  be  Solved 
In  Accordance  with  Christian  Principles 


Unless  one  is  aware  how  closely  religion  is 
interwoven  into  the  social  lives  of  the  people  of 
India  he  may  fail  to  understand  the  concern  of 
the  Holy  See  as  expressed  in  the  July  Mission 
intention.  For  this  reason  let  us  consider  the 
explanation  of  Hinduism  given  in  the  Aeademia 
Mission  Study  prepared  for  The  Society  for  the 
Propagation  of  the  Faith  for  use  in  the  major 
seminaries  of  the  United  States  by  Rev.  Joseph 
J.  Tennant  and  Mr.  Stephen  W.  Johnson.  Accord- 
ing to  their  definition  it  constitutes  "that  tradi- 
tional Indian  way  of  life  for  every  stratum  of 
Indian  society  in  all  its  ramifications  —  religious, 
social,  economic  and  personal  — ■  which  in  practice 
is  tacitly  accepted  by  the  Brahmin  class  and  is 
practised  by  the  people  because  of  the  Brahmin 
approval.  Again,  Mr.  John  S.  O'Connor  informs 
us  that  "Hindu  society,  whatever  the  shade  of  its 
belief,  is  stratified  horizontally  into  hundreds  and 
indeed  thousands  of  castes  and  sub-castes,  which 
cannot  intermarry  or  even  dine  with  one  another." 

This  is  truly  a  strange  state  of  affairs  to  the 
"Western  mind  and  yet  this  religio-social  question 
has  been  of  supreme  concern  for  the  Hindus  for 
thousands  of  years.  Even  the  venerated  Gandhi, 
now  vested  with  the  garments  of  sainthood,  not 
only  by  his  Indian  followers  but  by  many  Occi- 
dentals as  well,  while  pleading  the  cause  of  the 
untouchables,  still  adhered  firmly  to  the  tenets 
of  Hinduism  and  considered  it  a  great  "sin"  for 
one  of  his  followers  to  embrace  any  other  religion. 
He  might  institute  movements  to  alleviate  the 
condition  of  the  pariahs  but  for  them  he  believed 
"once  a  Hindu,  always  a  Hindu,"  otherwise  they 
were  no  longer  loyal  sons  of  India. 

While  there  may  be  considerable  newspaper 


controversy  on  the  matter  of  subsidized  educa- 
tional and  transportation  facilities  being  extended 
to  Catholic  institutions  of  learning  here  in  Amer- 
ica, the  average  citizen,  whether  he  admits  it  or 
not,  is  deeply  cognizant  of  the  absolute  severance 
between  church  and  state  in  these  United  States. 
For  such  citizens  the  conditions  in  India  are  in- 
explicable. In  the  latter  country,  however,  the 
religious  social  question  extends  deep  down  into 
the  lives  of  the  humblest  street  sweeper  as  well 
as  the  richest  potentate.  The  former  may  cause 
irreparable  spiritual  harm  to  a  high  caste  Brahmin 
who  would  drink  of  the  water  from  a  well  polluted 
by  the  lips  of  an  untouchable;  even  the  latter's 
shadow  may  lessen  the  possibilities  of  one  of  a 
higher  caste  to  the  right  of  entrance  into  a  more 
elevated  existence  in  his  next  reincarnation.  Thus 
Ave  are  made  to  realize  that  every  act,  however 
trivial,  is  influnced  by  the  rules  of  Hinduism. 

Christianity,  on  the  other  hand,  with  its 
doctrines  of  the  brotherhood  of  man  through  the 
Fatherhood  of  God,  would  constitute  the  answer 
to  many  of  the  problems  Avhich  confront  the 
people  of  India  today,  not  only  in  their  political 
struggle  for  independence  but  for  their  place  in 
the  Divine  Plan  of  Redemption.  It  is  for  this 
reason  that  The  Society  for  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith  urges  the  people  of  America  to  remember 
in  their  prayers  during  the  month  of  July  the 
universal  Mission  Intention  "that  social  questions 
in  India  may  be  solved  in  accordance  with  Chris- 
tian principles." 

Most  Rev.  Thomas  J.  McDonnell,  D.D., 
National  Director 
The  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith 
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Selections  and  Reflections 

By  Thomasina  Kwinas 

Ideals  Differ 

Every  man  is  idealistic;  only  it  so  often  hap- 
pens that  he  has  the  wrong-  ideal.  Every  man 
is  incurably  sentimental ;  but,  unfortunately,  it 
is  so  often  a  false  sentiment.  When  Ave  talk,  for 
instance,  of  some  unscrupulous  commercial  figure 
and  say  that  he  would  do  anything  for  money, 
we  use  quite  an  inaccurate  expression,  and  we 
slander  him  very  much.  He  would  not  do  any- 
thing for  money.  He  would  do  some  things  for 
money;  he  would  sell  his  soul  for  money  and,  as 
Mirabeau  humorously  said,  he  would  be  quite 
wise  to  "take  money  for  muck."  He  would  op- 
press humanity  for  money;  but  then  it  happens 
that  humanity  and  the  soul  are  not  things  that 
he  believes  in;  they  are  not  his  ideals.  But  he 
has  his  own  dim  and  delicate  ideals,  and  he  would 
not  violate  these  for  money.  He  would  not  drink 
out  of  the  soup-tureen  for  money.  He  would  not 
wear  his  coat-tails  in  front  for  money.  He  would 
not  spread  a  report  that  he  had  softening  of  the 
brain  for  money.  So  in  the  actual  practice  of  life 
we  find  that  while  there  is  a  perfectly  genuine 
danger  of  fanaticism  from  the  men  who  have  un- 
worldly ideals,  the  permanent  and  urgent  danger 
of  fanaticism  is  from  the  men  who  have  worldly 

ideals.  G.  K.  C. 

#  #  # 

Beauty  of  feature  and  complexion  fade  with 
the  years;  beauty  of  expression  deepens  and  be- 
comes daily  more  radiant  and  attractive. 

#  *  * 

In  God's  sight  there  are  no  great  deeds  and 
little  deeds;  there  is  just  great  love  or  little  love. 

To  a  soul  suffering  with  Him  and  for  love  of 
Him  God  can  deny  nothing. 

#  #  # 

Sin  is  very  stupid,  because  by  it  we  prefer 
what  is  bad  to  what  is  good,  the  finite  to  the  In- 
finite, the  creature  to  the  Creator. 

#  *  # 

To  love,  nothing  seems  impossible;  indeed,  I 

might  say  nothing  is  impossible. 

#  #  * 

St.  Thomas  Aquinas  assures  us  that  any  act 
whatsoever ;  even  if  it  be  merely  human  or  natural, 
can  make  us  martyrs  if  referred  to  the  glory  of 
God  and  done  for  His  Love,  and  actually  does  so 

if  it  happens  to  bring  about  our  death. 

#  #  * 

Every  act  of  love  obtains  for  us  a  new  degree 
of  glory. 

Nothing  is  as  strong  as  gentleness,  nothing  so 
gentle  as  real  strength. 

THE  THOUGHTS  THAT  ABSORB 


AN  OLD  FRIEND  GOES  HOME  TO  GOD 

We  ask  the  prayers  of  our  readers  for  the 
soul  of  Father  August  Forner,  O.M.I.,  who  died 
some  months  ago  at  Prelate,  Sask. 

Father  Forner  was  a  veteran  Western  mis- 
sionary, having  laboured  indefatigably  in  the 
Home  Mission  Field  from  1901,  when  he  came  to 
Canada  from  Europe  until  1942,  when  he  was 
named  chaplain  of  the  Ursuline  Sisters  in  Prelate. 

From  1926  to  1933  Father  Forner's  missionary 
labours  were  centred  around  Camp  Morton  and 
its  missions.  During  these  years  he  was  closely 
associated  with  the  Sisters  of  Service  who  opened 
their  first  mission  at  Camp  Morton  in  1924.  The 
Sisters  who  worked  with  him  during  those  seven 
years  have  many  grateful  memories  of  his  helpful 
kindness.  Even  after  leaving  Morton,  Father 
Forner  continued  to  be  interested  in  the  welfare 
and  progress  of  the  S.  0.  S.  and  often  sent  little 
donations  in  proof  of  remembrance.  Now  that  he 
has  reached  "Home"  after  life's  long  journey,  we 
believe  he  will  still  assist  us  by  his  prayers  for 
the  continuance  of  God's  blessing  on  our  missions. 
R.    I.  P. 


GOD  S  VIEW 


We  putter  along  taxing  our  heart  movement 
frightfully  about  a  thousand  little  things  that  in 
twenty-four  hours  will  be  of  no  moment.  The  All- 
Knowing  knows  us  for  what  we  are.  And  because 
we  are  what  we  are — foolish  without  malice, 
tricky  without  deep  dishonesty  —  God  can  view 
us  through  His  glass  of  justice  and  find  us  not 
unworthy.  P.  J.  Carroll,  C.S.C. 


BE  WHAT  YOU  ARE! 

God  likes  variety  in  souls  as  in  flowers,  and 
He  wishes  us  to  praise  Him  according  to  the 
pattern  to  which  Ave  have  been  created.  Why 
should  roses  envy  lilies,  or  vice  Arersa?  If  the 
Divine  Gardener  meant  you  to  be  a  red  rose, 
glowing  Avith  love  for  Him,  Avhy  Avaste  time  and 
effort  trying  to  make  yourself  into  a  lily  of 
transparent  Avhiteness.  The  lily  glorifies  its  Maker 
by  cool  immaculateness,  and  the  red  rose  rejoices 
Him  by  richness  and  depth  of  colouring.  Who 
shall  say  Avhich  is  most  pleasing  to  the  One  Who 
created  both  and  never  for  an  instant  expects 
the  lily's  AA'hiteness  in  the  rose  or  the  rose's  frag- 
rance in  the  lily? 


A  steamer  Avas  in  mid  ocean  when  one  of 
the  crew  shouted  "Man  overboard;  throw  a  buoy 
after  him."  Pat,  who  was  standing  by,  caught 
hold  of  a  youngster  and  threw  him  over.  "I 
meant  a  cork  buoy,"  shouted  the  sailor.  "Well." 
responded  Pat,  "how  Avas  I  to  know  whether 
he  was  from  Killarney  or  from  Cork?" 

YOU  WILL  ALSO  MOULD  YOU 


OCTOBER,  1948 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


orcnoLic 


MOTUIONKL 


A  GENERAL  CHAPTER 


SISTER  GENERAL  AND  HER  COUNCIL 
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AG-ENERAL  CHAPTER  is  always  a  mile- 
stone in  the  history  of  a  religious  Com- 
munity. Its  members  convene  to  study  the 
past  and  prepare  the  future.  Experience  is  ga- 


thered from  the  contact  of  the  ideal  with  reality. 
At  times  facts  prove  that  certain  policies  adopted 
with  the  highest  motives  are  not  workable.  The 
pooling  of  experiences  gathered  by  the  delegates 
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in  their  various  missions  help  to  adjust  a  com- 
munity and  its  work  to  changing  conditions. 
This  delicate  operation  must  be  made  without 
sacrificing  religious  principles  or  the  primary 
purpose  of  an  institute.  This  is  the  most  import- 
tant  work  of  a  General  Chapter.  The  past  is  a 
great  master.  It  reveals  the  weakness  of  our 
armour,  the  faults  of  our  strategy,  the  inevitable 
mistakes  in  the  formulation  of  policies.  The  past, 
we  know,  is  water  over  the  dam.  It  figures  no 
more  in  the  landscape.  Yet  'by  going  over  the 
■course  the  waters  followed  we  are  able  to  detect 
how  their  full  power  has  not  been  captured  and 
gone  to  waste.  Human  nature  always  and  every- 
where asserts  itself.  To  keep  ilt  within  the  bounds 
of  our  high  purpose  in  life  discipline  is  needed. 
Appropriate  measures  are  introduced.  Time  will 
test  their  wisdom.  The  resolutions  of  a  General 
Chapter  are  like  beacons  which  light  up  the  way 
and  call  for  higher  and  fuller  responsibilities. 

A  General  Chapter  reviews  the  past  to  pre- 
pare the  future.  The  past  does  not  belong  to  us. 
It  is  history  in  which  we  had  a  part  of  the  making. 
The  future  is  ours  inasmuch  as  we  prepare  to 
take  full  advantage  of  its  possibilities. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  is  a  missionary  society 
having  the  "home  field"  as  their  specific  object. 
That  field  they  surely  know,  having  worked  in 
it  for  the  last  25  years.  Today,  as  in  the  early 
days  of  its  foundation,    a  challenge  comes  to 


them.  To  strengthen  the  thin  line  of  their  founda- 
tions which  extends  from  Halifax  to  Vancouver, 
from  Rycroft  in  the  North  to  Fargo  in  the  South, 
will  be  undoubtedly  their  first  pre-occupation. 
Everywhere  the  work  has  increased  far  beyond 
the  increase  in  the  number  of  subjects  to  do  it. 
They  are  confident  that  divine  Providence  will 
send  new  recruits  to  reinforce  their  ranks. 

When  the  General  Chapter  came  to  an  end  the 
dispersal  of  the  delegates  reminded  us  of  that  of 
the  twelve  apostles  after  Pentecost.  The  Sisters 
have  gone  back  to  their  respective  missions  with 
a  renewed  courage,  fired  with  rekindled  zeal  for 
the  glory  of  God  and  the  welfare  of  the  Church. 
Before  leaving  the  Mother  House  all  the  Chapter 
delegates  made  a  pilgrimage  to  the  Shrine  of  our 
Canadian  Martyrs.  They  realize  that  they  are 
walking  in  the  footsteps  of  these  first  heroic 
missionaries  who  brought  the  faith  to  our  soil 
and  watered  it  with  their  blood.  They  prayed 
to  them  that  they  may  prove  themselves  worthy 
of  their  calling  to  serve  the  Master. 


OUR  THIRD  GENERAL  CHAPTER 


FOLLOWING  the  resignation,  owing  to  ill 
health,  of  Sister  Margaret  Guest,  superior 
general  of  our  Community  for  the  past 
eleven  years,  an  Extraordinary  General  Chapter 
was  convened  for  the  election  of  a  Sister  General 
and  Council.  On  July  12th  all  the  delegates  had 
arrived  in  Toronto  and  our  Mother  House  wit- 
nessed the  happy  renewal  of  acquaintance  by 
Sisters  long  separated  by  time  and  space.  Twenty- 
five  delegates,  from  missions  stretching  across 
Canada,  gave  undeniable  proof  that  all  were 
deeply  appreciative  of  the  opportunity  to  be 
"home"  once  more,  for  the  Mother  House  of  a 
Community  is  always  "home"  to  its  members,  no 
matter  how  far  from  headquarters  their  mis- 
sionary appointments  may  carry  them.  These 
delegates  represented  missions  in  Halifax,  Mont- 
real, Ottawa,  Toronto,  Winnipeg,  Camp  Morton, 
Pargo,  North  Dakota,  Regina,  Saskatoon,  Sinnett, 
Edmonton,  Edson,  Rycroft  and  Vancouver. 

On  July  15th,  the  date  set  for  the  elections, 
all  assembled  in  the  chapel,  Where  the  Very 
Reverend  F.  Sullivan,  C.Ss.R.,  who  had  been  ap- 
pointed by  His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  to  preside 
at  the  elections,  intoned  the  Veni  Creator.  After 


this  earnest  prayer  to  the  Holy  Spirit  the  Cardi- 
nal's Delegate  and  all  members  of  the  Chapter 
adjourned  to  the  Chapter  Room  for  the  important 
business  of  electing  a  Superior  General  and  Coun- 
cillors to  guide  the  destinies  of  the  Community 
for  the  next  six  years.  The  results  of  these  elec- 
tions were  as  follows: 

Sister  Mary  Quinn,  Sister  General. 
Sister  Florence  Regan,  First  Councillor. 
Sister  Carolyn  Albury,  Second  Councillor. 
Sister  Agnes  Dwyer,  Third  Councillor. 
Sister  Florence  MadNeil,  Fourth  Councillor. 

As  soon  as  the  results  of  the  elections  were 
made  known  all  the  Sisters  from  our  three  Houses 
in  Toronto  hastened  to  offer  congratulations  to 
our  new  Sister  General  and  Council.  At  noon  an 
out-door  lunch  was  served  and  as  the  weather 
man  was  most  obliging  in  providing  a  day  that 
was  just  right  in  temperature  every  one  was 
happy  and  full  of  that  light-hearted  gaiety  that 
seems  to  characterize  the  celebrations  of  sisters 
who  have  given  themselves  unreservedly  to  God's 
service. 


TRUTH  CAN  BE  OUTRAGED  BY  SILENCE  QUITE  AS  MUCH  AS  BY  SPEECH 
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MEMBERS  OF  THE  S.  O.  S.  GENERAL  CHAPTER,  JULY,  1948 


STANDING  —  Sister  Ella  Deland,  Ottawa;  Sister  Edna  Deland,  Saskatoon;  Sister  M.  Fitzgerald,  Camp 
Morton,  Manitoba;  Sister  S.  Dube,  Vilna.  Alberta;  Sister  V.  Gillis,  Halifax;  Sister  It.  Tyler,  Edson,  Alberta; 
Sister  K.  Sehenck.  Vancouver;  Sister  A.  Black,  Montreal;  Sister  N.  Fitzpatrick,  Montreal;  Sister  M.  Phillips, 
Edson;    Sister  M.  Barton,  Sinnet,  Sask. 

SEATED  —  Sister  A.  Walsh,  Edmonton;  Sister  D.  Morrison,  Toronto;  Sister  A.  Dwyer,  Fargo,  N.D.;  Sister 
I.  Faye,  Rycroft,  Alberta;  Sister  F.  Regan,  Toronto;  Sister  F.  Church,  Toronto;  Sister  M.  Quinn,  Toronto; 
Sister  M.  MacDougall,  Rycroft,  Alberta;  Sister  O.  Albury,  Toronto;  Sister  F.  Coates,  Fargo,  N.D.;  Sister  F. 
MacNeil,  Toronto;    Sister  M.  Fitzmaurice,  Winnipeg,  Manitoba;   Sister  M.  O'Kane,  Edmonton. 


A  Tribute 

The  only  shadow  on  this  day  of  general  re- 
joicing throughout  the  S.O.S.  missions  was  the 
illness  of  Sister  Margaret  Guest  who  has  for  so 
many  years  devoted  herself  unselfishly  to  the 
service  of  the  Institute.  As  novice  mistress  for 
nine  years  and  as  superior  general  for  eleven 
years,  Sister  Guest  gave  all  her  energies  and 
talents  to  the  interests  of  the  Community  as  a 
whole  and  each  individual  member  was  well 
known  to  her  personally.  We  take  this  oppor- 
tunity of  offering  to  Sister  Guest  our  sincere 
Avishes  for  a  speedy  recovery  and  our  heartfelt 
thanks  for  the  unfailing  support  and  encourage- 
ment always  afforded  us  in  the  work  of  editing 
"The  Field  at  Home." 

Our  New  Sister  General 

Sister  Mary  Quinn,  our  recently-elected  Sister 
General  is  a  native  of  St.  John,  N.B.  She  entered 
the  Sisters  of  Service  Novitiate  in  February,  1928, 
and  made  her  first  vows  in  October,  1929.  Sister 
is  a  registered  nurse  and  was  for  many  years  in 
charge  of  one  or  the  other  of  our  Western  rural 
hospitals.  At  our  Second  General  Chapter,  held 


in  July,  1943,  she  was  elected  Assistant  General, 
and  in  this  capacity  she  had  the  opportunity  of 
becoming  well  acquainted  with  the  government 
of  the  Institute.  During  the  protracted  illness 
of  Sister  Guest,  who  was  superior  general  from 
1937  until  the  recent  elections,  Sister  Quinn  vis- 
ited our  various  missions,  thus  obtaining  first- 
hand information  concerning  houses  and  person- 
nel. She  is  well  known  and  loved  throughout  the 
Community,  and  the  news  of  her  election  to  the 
honourable  though  onerous  position  of  Superior 
General  was  no  surprise  ;  in  fact,  it  was  a  fore- 
gone conclusion.  We  extend  to  our  new  Sister 
General  sincere  congratulations,  with  the  fervent 
prayer  that  her  administration  may  be  fruitful 
in  the  harvesting  of  souls  for  the  Master  and  in 
the  sanctification  of  our  S.O.S.  missionaries. 


Life  is  a  keyboard  on  which  we  press 
Black  keys  of  sorrow,  white  keys  of 
happiness, 

And  as  we  struggle  a  weary  lifetime  through, 
We  find  that  the  black  keys  hold  music, 
too. 


DISCOURAGEMENT  IS  AN  ACT  OF  UNBELIEF 
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Fifty  Golden  Years 


REV.  G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R.,  GOLDEN  JUBILARIAN 


ON  SEPTEMBER  10th  our  beloved  father 
and  founder,  Reverend  G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R., 
celebrated  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  his 
ordination  to  the  priesthood.  It  was  a  gala  occa- 
sion for  the  Sisters  of  Service  scattered  across 
Canada  in  the  various  S.O.S.  missionary  centres. 
In  each  of  our  nineteen  houses  a  Triduum  of 
Masses  was  offered  —  on  the  8th,  9th  and  10th 
of  September  —  to  make  for  our  Father  a  Spir- 
itual Offering  of  Fifty  Masses  on  the  glorious 
Day  of  his  Golden  Jubilee. 

With  Father's  approval,  here  at  the  Mother 


House  we  celebrated  the  happy  event  on  Septem- 
ber 8th  —  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Nativity.  On 
the  morning  of  that  beautiful  Feast  Father  Daly 
sang  a  High  Mass  in  our  chapel,  all  the  Sisters 
of  Service  in  Toronto  being  present.  After  Mass 
there  was  a  joyous  gathering  in  the  refectory 
for  a  Feast  Day  breakfast  with  Father  Daly,  of 
course,  the  centre  of  attraction.  How  happy  he 
was  to  have  so  many  of  his  S.  0.  S.  children 
around  him  —  all  sharing  in  the  joy  of  his  golden 
anniversary  and  joining  with  him  in  heartfelt 
thanksgiving  for  his  fifty  years  of  service  as  a 
priest  of  God. 


WHETHER  YOU  BELIEVE  YOU  CAN  DO  A  THING  OR  NOT,   YOU  ARE  RIGHT 


OCTOBER,  194 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


5 


Others  have  spoken  or  written  of  Father's 
noteworthy  achievements  as  a  writer,  lecturer, 
retreat-master  and  preacher.  While  we  are  not 
one  whit  behind  anyone  in  appreciation  of  these 
splendid  qualities,  it  is  but  natural  that  to  us, 
his  spiritual  children,  the  thing  that  makes  the 
most  appeal  is  the  generous  and  all  but  exclusive 
dedication  of  the  past  twenty-six  years  of  his 
priestly  life  to  the  interests  of  our  young  Com- 
munity. Words  are  feeble  instruments  to  express 
what  Father's  encouragement  and  guidance  have 
meant  to  us  from  the  beginning  of  our  existence 
until  now,  but  we  can  and  do  say  to  him  from 
the  depths  of  our  hearts  —  "Thank  you  for 
everything." 

At  the  close  of  the  General  Chapter  our 
Sisters  gathered  in  Toronto  from  missions  through- 
out Canada  offered  to  Father  the  following  testi- 
monial of  gratitude  and  appreciation.  Although 
prepared  and  presented  by  the  members  of  the 
Chapter  it  voices  the  sentiments  of  all  the  Sisters 
of  Service  —  from  the  oldest  professed  to  the 
youngest  novice. 

Dear  Reverend  Father  Daly — 

Before  the  close  of  the  General  Chapter,  we 
wish  to  express  to  you  our  sentiments  of  grati- 
tude, affection  and  loyalty. 

Chosen  by  Almighty  God  to  be  our  leader 
and  guide,  ^during  the  past  quarter  of  a  century 
we  have  had  striking  proof  of  your  high  courage, 
your  all-embracing  charity,  and  your  abounding 
zeal  for  the  spread  of  Christ's  Kingdom  on  earth. 

The  past  twenty-five  years  were  not  all  sun- 
shine. Trials  and  perplexities  clouded  many  a 
day,  as  you  have  often  reminded  us.  Into  your 
hands  were  placed  the  leadership  and  direction 
of  our  missionary  endeavour,  and  this  work,  like 
all  works  of  God,  was  "a  sign  to  be  contradicted." 
Crosses,  conflicts  and  misunderstandings  were 
not  lacking.  But  now  the  clouds  are  rifted.  The 
Institute  to  which  you  have  given  yourself  so 
devotedly  appears  to  be  firmly  established  and 
radiant  with  life.  The  daring  hopes  of  the  past 
are  now  glorious  promises  for  the  future. 

To  you,  dear  Reverend  Father,  in  the  de- 
clining years  of  your  noble  life,  we  promise  to 
aim  at  being  the  great-minded  and  large-hearted 
women  you  hoped  we  would  be.  It  will  be  our 
happy  ambition  to  hand  down  to  those  coming 
after  us,  as  far  as  we  are  able,  your  spirit  of 
charity,  generosity  and  love  for  Christ's  Church. 

We  rejoice  with  you  in  the  coming  celebra- 
tion of  your  Golden  Jubilee  as  a  priest  of  God. 
Since  many  of  us  cannot  be  present  in  Toronto 
for  that  happy  event,  we  take  this  opportunity 
of  offering  to  you  our  heartfelt  congratulations. 
Our  prayers  unite  with  yours  in  thanksgiving  to 
God  for  your  fifty  years  of  priestly  service. 

Devotedly  yours, 

The  Members  of  the  1948  General  Chapter 


Sister  Mary  Shostak 

May  She  Rest  In  Peace 

At  6 :15  on  the  morning  of 
the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Rosary, 
Sister  Mary  Shostak  died  in 
our  Mother  House  after  a  trying 
illness  of  over  a  year.  The 
funeral  Mass  took  place  in  our 
Novitiate  chapel  on  October  9th 
and  interment  was  in  Mount 
Hope  Cemetery. 

Sister  Shostak  is  survived  by 
two  sisters  —  Mrs.  0.  Bourcier 
of  Toronto  and  Miss  Ann  Shos- 
tak of  Winnipeg  —  and  one 
brother,  Mr.  Michael  Shostak  of  Winnipeg.  She 
was  the  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  C. 
J.  Shostak  of  Winnipeg. 

Sister  Shostak  entered  the  Sisters  of  Service 
Novitiate  in  August,  1927,  received  the  habit  in 
February,  1928,  made  her  first  vows  on  February 
2,  1929,  and  her  final  profession  on  August  15th, 
1935.  After  profession  Sister  did  immigration 
work  in  Halifax,   Quebec  and  Montreal. 

In  those  days  immigration  was  at  flood 
tide,  and  Sister's  knowledge  of  various  European 
languages  made  her  of  invaluable  assistance  at 
the  ports  and  at  the  railway  stations,  where  she 
befriended  and  assisted  hundreds  of  new  arrivals 
from  Europe  and  the  British  Isles. 

From  1929  to  1939  Sister  was  engaged  in  this 
work  of  helping  and  directing  immigrants,  and 
she  was  a  well-known  figure  at  the  three  great 
Eastern  Canadian  ports.  What  a  joy  it  was  to 
bewildered  arrivals  in  a  strange  land  to  receive 
a  smiling  welcome  and  a  greeting  in  their  own 
tongue  from  a  Catholic  Sister! 

In  1937  Sister  was  elected  as  delegate  to  the 
first  General  Chapter  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  and 
in  1939,  immigration  having  practically  ceased, 
she  was  appointed  Superior  of  the  S.  0.  S.  Resi- 
dential Club  in  Ottawa.  In  1943  she  attended 
the  Second  General  Chapter  and  was  afterwards 
appointed  Superior  of  the  S.  0.  S.  Residential 
Club  in  Halifax. 

Sister  Shostak  was  an  exemplary  religious, 
always  exact  in  the  observance  of  even  the  small- 
est Community  rules  and  regulations.  Her  bright 
and  cheerful  personality  made  her  a  delightful 
companion  and  she  was  loved  and  admired  by  all 
the  Sisters  who  lived  with  her.  Love  of  prayer 
was  also  an  outstanding  characteristic,  although 
this  never  interfered  with  her  unselfish  devoted- 
ness  to  the  activities  of  a  missionary  sister. 

We  miss  Sister's  gracious  presence  amongst 
us,  but  we  are  happy  in  the  firm  hope  that  she 
is  now  with  God,  a  zealous  advocate  for  the 
personal  sanctification  and  missionary  labours  of 
her  sisters  on  earth. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


MISSIONARIES  VISIT  SHRINE 

CAP  DE  LA  MADELEINE,  Que. 
More  than  100  missionaries  from 
many  Religious  communities  in 
Canada  came  to  the  famous  Shrine 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary  here  and 
consecrated  their  lives  to  the  Bless- 
ed Virgin  prior  to  setting  out  for 
mission  posts  in  various  part  of 
the  world. 

The  ceremony  saw  missionaries 
from  the  Quebec  Foreign  Mission 
Society,  who  were  leaving  for  China, 
the  Phillipines  and  Cuba;  White 
Fathers  who  were  going  to  posts 
in  Africa;  Dominicans  who  were 
going  to  Japan,  Franciscans  going 
to  the  Far  East;  Redemptorists  for 
Indo-China;  Oblates  of  Mary  Imma- 
culate, for  missions  posts  in  Basuto- 
land,  South  Africa,  and  Northwest 
Canada;  and  Sacred  Heart  mission- 
aries, Clerics  of  St.  Viator  and  Holy 
Ghost  Fathers,  who  were  going  to 
other  parts  of  the  world. 

Among  the  teaching  Brothers 
were  those  of  the  'Sacred  Heart, 
going  to  Haiti,  Brazil,  and  Chile; 
Brothers  of  the  Christian  Schools, 
for  the  Cameroons  and  Burma;  and 
Brothers  of  Christian  Instruction 
and  Marist  Brothers. 

Among  the  nuns  were  23  Mission- 
ary Sisters  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception for  China,  Japan  the  Phil- 
ippines, Haiti,  Cuba;  Sisters  of  the 
Assumption  of  Nicolet,  going  to 
Japan;  Missionary  Sisters  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Angels,  for  China; 
Grey  Nuns  of  St.  Hyacinthe,  for 
Haiti  and  Western  Canada;  Grey 
Nuns  of  the  Cross  of  Ottawa,  for 
Africa;  Grey  Nuns  of  Montreal  for 
Western  Canada;  Sisters  of  the  In- 
fant Jesus  and  Sisters  of  the  Good 
Shepherd,  for  Africa. 

This  joint  ceremony  was  one  of 
the  most  impressive  ever  held  at 
the  shrine. 


13  MILLION  PAPERS 

The  Catholic  Press  has  a  total 
circulation  of  13,495,580  in  tine 
U.S.A.,  according  to  a  recent  survey. 

During  the  last  two  years,  circu- 
lation has  risen  26.7  per  cent. — 
2,840,662  subscribers.. 

In  the  same  period,  29  new  pub- 
lications have  been  issued. 


WE  ARE  THE  TIMES 

Fifteen  hundred  years  ago  St. 
Augustine  witnessed  the  liquidation 
of  the  Roman  Empire.  The  bar- 
barians of  the  North  were  on  the 
march.  That  Empire  which  had 
held  for  centuries  the  civilized 
world  under  her  laws  and  the 
power  of  her  legions  was  crumbling 
away.  The  times  were  somewhat 
similar  to.  those  we  now  witness. 

The  great  Doctor,  confronted 
with  this  sad  picture  of  a  changing 
world,  accepted  as  it  were  the  soli- 
darity which  makes  us  all  respon- 
sible for  the  times  in  which  our  life 
is  cast  .  .  .  "we  are  the  times!" 

The  times  are  what  we  make 
them.  Every  man  has  a  sihare  in 
their  making.  "No  historic  trend 
is  inevitable  if  only  men  will  diag- 
nose it  in  time  and  will  devise 
action  to  forestall  it.  There  is,  to 
be  sure,  a  wave  of  the  future;  but 
it  has  its  existence  in  the  minds  of 
men,  and  the  wills  of  men  may 
direct  it  and  must  direct  it  unless 
they  want  to  be  swept  away  by  the 
wave  directed  by  the  wills  of  other 
men." 


HOME  LIFE  THE  BASIS  OP 
PEACE 

A  chain  is  as  strong  only  as  its 
links;  a  nation  is  as  strong  only 
as  its  homes.  Thus  all  relations, 
national  and  international,  will  de- 
pend on  the  quality  of  home  life 
which  the  countries  of  the  world 
encourage  and  permit. 

It  is  in  having  good  homea  that 
the  women  of  the  world  can  do 
their  greatest  service.  We  are  all 
of  us  surrounded,  and  at  times  dis- 
mayed, by  forces  of  iM-wiU  and  bit- 
terness let  loose  during  the  years 
of  war  through  which  we  have  just 
come.  Our  young  people  have  grown 
up  amid  death  and  destruction  and 
often  seek  in  vain  for  the  way  of 
truth,  buried  beneath  the  rubble 
of  disillusion.  It  Is  for  us,  the 
women,  to  guide  them  in  the  as- 
cending path  of  progress,  amd  to 
the  footholds  of  faith. 

Her  Majesty  Queen  Elizabeth 
in  a  message  to  the  conference 
of  the  International  Council  of 
Women. 


WHAT  ADVERTISING  DOES 

Advertising  tends  to  make  for 
better  products  at  lower  cost;  it 
informs  the  people  about  new  com- 
modities and  new  uses;  it  helps  to 
raise  the  standard  of  living;  it 
fosters  understanding  of  cempeti- 
tive  business  enterprise,  a  service 
vital  to  continuance  of  our  free  way 
of  life;  it  develops  employee  pride 
in  the  company,  and  demonstrates 
management's  pride  in  the  workers. 

Advertising  is  here  to  stay.  What- 
ever some  academic  people  may  say, 
the  activities  of  marketing  are  a 
part  of  the  work  of  production.  No 
one  can  think  of  anything  more 
futile  than  a  factory  producing 
goods  and  stockpiling  them  forever. 

Advertising  can  be  a  great  force 
for  good,  if  it  is  approached  ethi- 
cally by  the  advertiser,  and  with 
common  sense  by  the  consumer. — 

— Monthly  Letter, 

Royal  Bank  of  Canada. 


WHAT   IS  HOME? 

What  is  home?  A  roof  to  keep 
out  the  rain.  Four  walls  to  keep 
out  the  wind.  Floors  to  keep  out 
the  cold.  Yes,  says  a  Catholic  writer, 
but  home  is  more  than  that.  It  is 
the  laugh  of  a  baby,  the  song  of  a 
mother,  the  strength  of  a  father. 
Warmth  of  loving  hearts,  light  from 
happy  eyes,  kindness,  loyalty,  com- 
radeship. Home  is  first  school  and 
first  church  for  young  ones,  where 
they  learn  what  is  right,  what  is 
good,  and  what  is  kind.  Where  they 
go  for  comfort  when  they  are  hurt 
or  sick.  Where  joy  is  shared  and 
sorrow  eased.  Where  fathers  and 
mothers  are  respected  and  loved. 
Where  children  are  wanted.  Where 
the  simplest  food  is  good  enough 
for  kings  because  it  is  earned. 
Where  money  is  not  so  important 
as  loving  kindness.  Where  even  the 
tea-kettle  sings  from  happiness. 
That  is  home.  God  bless  it! 


GOD  DEPENDS  ON  US 

Though  the  growth  of  the  Church 
depends  upon  God,  God  chooses  to 
be  dependent  on  us,  on  our  realiz- 
ation of  the  nature  and  function  of 
the  Church.  Just  as  God  chose  to 
communicate  His  divine  life  to  the 
world  by  taking  human  flesh,  so 
the  Church,  "Jesus  Christ  diffused 
and  communicated,"  has  human  and 
divine  aspects,  or  better,  works 
through  human  forms  to  divinize 
mankind. 

Cardinal  Suhard 
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Bishop  Cody  at  Profession  Ceremony 


On  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assumption  two 
Sisters  of  Service  had  the  joy  of  pronouncing 
their  final  vows  in  our  Novitiate  chapel.  They 
were  Sister  W.  Donnelly,  of  Stanleyville,  Ontario, 
and  Sister  Evelyn  Turniey,  of  Ottawa,  Ontario. 
These  Sisters  were  specially  honoured  in  having 
the  Most  Reverend  J.  C.  Cody,  Oo-adjutor  Bishop 
of  London,  offer  the  Feast  Day  Mass  and  preside 
at  the  profession  ceremony. 

After  the  singing  of  the  Veni  Creator  hy  the 
choir,  Sister  Donnelly  and  Sister  Tunney  knelt  at 
the  altar  and  pronounced  their  perpetual  vows, 
each  receiving  from  the  Bishop  the  silver  ring 
that  will  ever  be  to  them  a  reminder  of  their 
final  consecration  to  the  love  of  Christ. 

His  Excellency  gave  on  inspiring  address  to 
the  assembled  Sisters,  congratulating  those  who 
had  made  vows  or  received  the  habit.  He  spoke 
eloquently  of  God's  love  for  men  —  the  tremen- 
dous love  that  had  urged  Him  to  take  what  might 
be  termed  three  "Lover's  Leaps"  —  the  first  leap 
from  heaven  to  earth  in  the  Incarnation,  the 
second  leap  into  the  humiliating  hiddenness  and 
helplessness  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  and  the 


third  leap,  perhaps  the  lowest  of  all,  into  the 
depths  of  human  hearts. 

In  his  talk  the  Bishop  also  referred  to  a  device 
used  during  the  last  war  for  throwing  flames  of 
fire  into  the  enemy's  lines  and  said  that  by  her 
vocation  a  Sister  of  Service  should  be  a  "flame- 
thrower" for  Christ.  By  word  and  example  she 
should  be  constantly  casting  the  flame  of  His 
Love  about  her,  thus  setting  others  alight  with 
the  fire  of  Divine  Love. 

Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  assisted  the 
Bishop  at  the  ceremony  and  the  Mass  was  served 
by  Reverend  Cuthbert  MeGreevy,  C.P.,  who  had 
conducted  the  eight-day  Retreat  which  preceded 
the  profession. 

On  the  eve  of  the  Feast  the  holy  habit  was 
received  by  Miss  Mary  O'Donnell,  Fort  William, 
Ontario;  Miss  Salvatrice  Liota,  Hamilton.  On- 
tario; Miss  Margaret  Connolly,  Montreal;  Miss 
Rita  Deighen,  Summerside,  P.E.I.  At  this  cere- 
mony, which  was  also  honoured  by  the  presence 
of  Bishop  Cody,  Father  Daly  presided,  assisted 
by  Father  Cuthbert. 

Four  postulants  entered  the  Novitiate  on 
August  2nd. 


THE  NOBLEST  MEN  ARE  MOLDED  OUT  OP  THEIR  OWN  FAULTS 
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A  Visitor  of  Note 

AMONG  our  many  guests  this  summer  was 
Rev.  Bernard  R.  Hubbard,  S.J.  Edson  was 
an  uncharted  stop  in  his  long  trip  from 
California  to  the  Far  North  and  it  was  one  which 
Ave  were  delighted  that  it  was  necessary  for  him 
to  make.  Having  read  Father  Hubbard's  book 
"Mush  Ye  Malemutes,"  and  having  heard  stories 
of  his  work  in  Alaska  as  geologist,  we  were  most 
anxious  to  meet  him.  His  visit  was  very  enjoy- 
able and  we  are  looking  forward  to  another, 
promised  for  the  near  future. 

About  Tonsils 

Our  Tonsillectomy  season  was  only  moder- 
ately heavy  this  year.  True  to  form,  all  the 
fond  mammas  and  papas  added  to  the  sales  of 
the  town's  ice  cream  parlours  in  an  effort  to 
keep  their  promises  to  the  younger  generation. 

Our  last  patient,  a  shy  four-year-old,  had 
only  just  arrived  in  this  district.  Her  parents 
and  brothers  and  sisters  had,  in  June,  watched 
their  home  float  down  the  turbulent  Fraser  river 
in  its  mad  rush  over  fields  and  farms  onwards 
to  the  sea.  "Daddy"  is  working  in  a  lumber  camp 
now  to  raise  funds  to  begin  all  over  again.  It 


Preparing  to  Visit  the  Bees 


I'se  Hungry 
NOT  ALL  THE  DARKNESS  IN  THE 


may  have  been  a  chronic  condition  but  her  only 
complaint  after  losing  her  tonsils  was  "I'se 
hungry." 

Aspiring  Beekeeper 

There  are  bees  in  our  garden  —  two  hives 
of  buzzing  activity.  They  are  scientifically  cared 
for  by  a  cautious  gentleman  who  dresses  up  very 
elaborately  for  it.  Recently,  a  much  younger 
gentleman  has  begun  his  apprenticeship  in  this 
art.  His  interest  was  aroused  when  he  watched 
his  senior  officer  day  after  day  go  to  say  "hello" 
to  the  bees,  as  he  described  it.  One  day,  we 
noticed  the  apprentice  bending  down  at  the  open- 
ing of  one  of  the  hives,  and  saving  in  a  baby 
lisp:  "Hello  beeth!" 

Retreat  and  Profession 

Our  retreats  are  often  a  puzzle  to  patients 
in  the  hospital  and  innumerable  questions  regard- 
ing them  are  asked  and  duly  answered.  The  latent 
ones  wrere  no  exception.  Lowell,  although  too 
young  to  know  the  word  "retreat"  watched  from 
his  cot  the  Sisters  as  they  walked  about  the 
garden  and  he  earnestly  told  his  Mother  —  "You 
know  that  Sister  has  worn  two  paths  down  the 
lawn  and  when  she  came  near  my  window  she 
didn't  even  wave  at  me!"  There  were  a  dozen 
Sisters  but  they  all  looked  the  same  to  him. 

WORLD  CAN  EXTINGUISH  ONE  CANDLE 
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Lowell,  if  he  had  been  older,  may  have  been 
just  as  bewildered  as  many  another  when  they 
hear  about  the  profession  ceremony,  so  simple 
and  yet,  the  symbolism  of  which  is  infinite,  as 
are  its  effects.  One  patient,  talking  to  one  of 
our  young  doctors  about  it  said :  "I  don't  know 
how  they  can  do  it,"  to  which  the  doctor  replied  : 
"Well,  they  do  and  I've  never  met  a  happier 
bunch  anywhere." 

On  August  15th,  two  Sisters  made  their 
Final  Profession  in  our  chapel  here.  They  are 
Sister  B.  Knopic,  Renfrew,  Ontario,  and  Sister 
I.  Profit  of  "Woodvale,  Prince  Edward  Island. 

The  Same  Old  Problem 

The  newspaper  clipping  read:  "A  very  pretty 
wedding  took  place  in  St.  Stephen's  Lmtheran 
Church  here  on  April  21st  at  3:00  p.m.  when 
Miss. ..." 

So  it  was  another  one.  Another  home  begun 
without  the  blessing  of  the  Catholic  Church. 

It  is  the  same  story  that  has  been  told  hun- 
dreds of  times  in  the  past.  It  started  in  Europe 
(or  the  British  Isles)  after  World  War  1  when 
immigration  first  opened  up.  They  arrived  in 
that  new  land  —  western  Canada.  They  settled 
out  in  the  wilderness  where  they  might  ■ —  if 
they  were  fortunate  —  have  a  field  or  two  ready 
for  cultivation.  They  began  by  dint  of  hard  work 
to  erect  a  few  necessary  temporary  buildings. 
Their  minds  and  hands  were  not  trained  for  the 
work  and  they  were  unaccustomed  to  the  ways 
and  customs  of  the  new  country.  A  Catholic  priest 
was  not  known  and  this  was1  perhaps  the  biggest 
shock,  as  they  had  come  from  organized  parishes 
in  the  old  country.  Schools  were  few  and  far 
between.  They  managed  to  grow  a  small  garden 
and  to  clear  land,  till  it  and  get  it  ready  for 
next  year's  crops.  The  winters  were  long,  hard 
and  terribly  lonely.  Lonesomeness  for  the1  folks 
at  home  and  aloneness  in  this  vast  country  made 
many  a  heart  ache  and  break.  Their  only  hope 
was  centered  in  their  belief  in  a  God  over  us  all, 
and  that  next  year  might  be  better  than  the 
present  one. 

Years  have  passed  in  which  children  have 
been  born  and  have  grown  to  manhood  and 
womanhood  — ■  suffering  the  same  loss  as  their 
parents  in  the  lack  of  contact  with  the  Church. 
Their  parents  have  grown  old  prematurely  and 
they  are  going  to  a  better  world  one  after  an- 
other and  as  they  die  they  are  taking  some- 
thing with  them  that  they  have  tried  to  give  to 
their  children  but  which  they  never  could  suc- 
ceed in  imparting  as  well  as  they  wished.  They 
had  at  least  the  memory  —  very  vivid  —  of  their 
churches,  daily  Mass,  processions  and  big  cele- 
brations of  saints'  days,  the  schools  in  which  day 
by  day  they  learned  the  Written  Word  and1,  what 
is  more  important,  were  taught  its  practical  ap- 
plication to  every  minute  of  life. 


But,  you  will  say,  many  of  these  people  were 
never  good  Catholics  even  in  their  own  country. 
That  is  true,  just  as  you  will  find  the  world  over. 
But  they  are  the  publicized  minority. 

The  majority  are  those  who  would  choose 
the  right  thing  if  given  a  chance.  The  rural 
youth  in  Western  Canada,  in  great  part  have 
never  known  Sunday  Mass,  let  alone  daily,  they 
know  only  schools  whose  teachers  treat  God  and 
the  things  pertaining  to  Him  as  old  wives  tales. 

I  look  at  the  clipping  again  and  think  that 
God  could  never  blame  her.  This  child  had  been 
in  our  hospital.  She  made  her  First  Holy  Com- 
munion after  as  many  instructions  as  her  sick 
body  would  permit.  She  went  back  to  her  home 
with  theory  and  more  written  lessons  but  per- 
sonal contact  with  the  Church  had  ceased  and 
there  was  no  one  to  help  her  apply  the  prin- 
ciples when  difficulties  arose,  to  help  her  see 
that  religion  is  a  vital  necessity  in  life  instead 
of  the  burden  and  foolishness  that  others  would 
have  her  believe. 

Humanity  works  so  hard  to  cure  the  physical 
ailments  of  the  body  —  the  body  Avhich  despite 
all  efforts  will  one  day  crumble  into  dust.  And 
yet  the  soul  which  is  eternal  and  for  whose  use 
the  body  was  created,  so  few  remember.  For  our 
body,  we  must  have  the  very  latest  treatment 
which  science  has  discovered;  as  for  the  soul, 
we  are  content  to  feed  it  on  the  falsities  that 
only  Satan  could  conceive  but  which  are  taught 
in  the  schools  daily  without  anyone  giving  it  a 
thought. 

(Continued  on  Page  14) 


Finally  Professed  at  Edson 
Sister  B.  Knopic  Sister  I.  Profit 


BY  THE  STREET  OF  BY  -  AND  -  BY  WE  ARRRTE  AT  THE  HOUSE  OF  NEVER 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  

Dates  and  Saskatoons 


ABOUT  DATES,  there  is  something  that 
repels.  As  a  child  I  detested  History 
dates.  They  got  me  down.  Birthday 
dates  were  about  the  only  ones  that  interested 
me.  My  failure  to  keep  dates  in  my  head  till 
History  tests  were  over  gave  me  an  inferiority 
complex.  But,  grown  old  enough  now  to  use 
dates  as  mileposts  along  a  lengthening  road,  I 
realize  that  certain  dates  in  the  story  of  a  devel- 
opment stand  embossed.  They  mark  the  launch- 
ing of  some  form  of  security  or  of  growth  in 
the  lives  of  human  beings  —  a  Magna  Charta  or 
a  British  North  America  Act,  for  instance.  So, 
if  in  my  attempt  to  tell  you  something  about  a 
great  new  area  of  development  in  the  Northern 
World,  I  presume  to  mention  several  dates  you 
will  bear  with  me,  I  hope. 

This  Northern  area  is  in  North  America,  in 
the  heart  of  Canada's  West.  It  is  Saskatchewan 
and  the  vast  forest,  mineral  and  ftir  country 
on  up  in  higher  latitudes.  It  reaches  from  the 
sun-drenched  rolling  hills  and  plains  of  the  south 
up  through  the  flat  and  treeless  prairies,  then 
through  the  park  lands  and  on  north  until,  amid 
innumerable  lakes  and  rivers,  it  is  lost  in  the 
immense  wastes  of  the  sub-Arctic  regions. 

And  now  for  some  dates.  In  the  geograph- 
ical centre  of  what  is  now  the  inhabited  portion 
of  the  prairies,  in  1881,  was  born  on  the  banks 
of  the  southern  branch  of  the  lordly  Saskatchewan 
River  —  Saskatoon,  the  Miracle  City  of  the  West, 
brought  into  existence  by  the  Temperance  Col- 
onization Society  of  Toronto.  They  got  a  grant 
of  two  hundred  thousand  acres  of  land,  fixed 
the  site  for  settlement,  and  named  the  place. 
Settlers  crowded  in  from  the  South.  In  1884  the 
first  school  was  started  and  that  year,  too,  White 
Cap's  band  of  rebel  Indians  passed  through, 
giving  need  for  the  building  of  a  little  hospital. 
In  ten  years  the  population  had  grown  to  thirty 
thousand,  a  railway  had  come  through  and  several 
institutions  were  on  the  horizon :  a  newspaper, 
the  Phoenix,  a  Board  of  Trade,  a  Bank,  and  in 
1906  came  the  City  Charter. 

Education  kept  pace.  That  first  school,  a 
solid  determined-looking  little  building  of  grey 
stone;  stands  now,  a  treasure  historical,  on  the 
University  campus.  Stretching  out  to  the  east 
and  south  of  it  on  the  great  1600-acre  site  (300 
acres  for  campus)  are  the  various  majestic  grey- 
stone  College  buildings  of  Saskatchewan  Uni- 
versity. In  territorial!  days  by  a  few  of  the  men 
of  vision,  a  dream  was  dreamed  which  brought 
about  the  passing  of  the  University  Act  by  Prem- 
ier Scott  in  1907.  It  legalized  all  this  movement 
of  expansion  which  you  see  today.  Look  at  the 


imposing  buildings  and  the  extensive  additions 
now  under  construction  and  think  of  the  one 
lone  pupil  who  faced  four  professors  on  Septem- 
ber 28,  1909,  and  gave  the  student  body  its  begin- 
ning !  In  1910  Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier  came  to  Sask- 
atoon to  lay  the  cornerstone  of  St.  Paul's  Ca- 
thedral and  also  of  the  new  University  College 
Building.  Soon  other  Colleges  were  built  and 
the  present  construction  programme,  already 
well  started,  provides  for  a  new  College  of  Medi- 
cine, a  College  Hospital  and  Nurses'  Home,  and 
a  large  new  wing  for  the  College  of  Engineering. 
A  new  library  building  is  planned,  and  a  mental 
hospital  will  be  built  near  the  grounds.  To  the 
science  of  Agriculture  the  University  gives  prom- 
inence and  the  enlargement  of  this  College  of 
international  fame,  is  rapidly  developing.  Affi- 
liated theological  schools  have  been  encouraged, 
so  that  the  various  interests  of  the  Province  may 
mingle  on  the  campus. 

In  1937  St.  Thomas  More  College,  conducted 
by  the  Basilian  Fathers  of  Toronto  opened  its 
doors.  Under  the  directorship  of  Dr.  W.  B. 
Markle,  the  Newman  Club  had  been  founded. 
It  provides  additional  facilities,  spiritual,  intel- 
lectual and  social,  for  the  Catholic  students. 
Year  by  year  the  membership  grows  and  the 
Newman  Club  tradition  is  deepened.  The  Basilian 
priests  are  University  Professors,  teaching  in  the 
regular  classrooms  of  the  University. 

A  Residential  Club  was  started  in  the  Spring 
of  1946  by  the  Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada.  It 
is  a  beautiful  well-built  house  located  near  the 
University  Campus.  On  its  high  bluff  above  the 
river,  it  claims  the  most  charming  outlook  in 
the  city.  A  tiny  city  park,  with  artistic  little 
groups  of  trees  and  shrubbery  fronts  it,  and 
then  the  thickly-wooded  river  bank  sweeps  ab- 
ruptly down  to  the  water.  The  slope  bears  a 
heavy  harvest  of  Saskatoon  berries,  as  it  did, 
no  doubt,  sixty-seven  years  ago  when  the  pioneer 
settlement  was  appropriately  named.  The  hand- 
some buildings  on  the  opposite  bank  make  twin 
pictures  in  the  water  as  do  the  gorgeous  sunsets. 
When  dusk  comes  and  the  lights  shine  out  upon 
the  bridge  and  from  the  many  cars  that  cross, 
with  the  myriads  of  lights  of  the  north  city  in 
the  background,  the  scene  is  entrancing. 

In  this  beautiful  place  the  young,  rural 
teachers  find  accommodation  during  the  six 
weeks  of  University  summer  school.  This  summer 
they  came  from  Bruno,  Rabbit  Lake,  Yawn,  Glen 
Bush,  St.  Dennis,  Camel,  Aylesbury,  Burr,  Engle- 
feld,  Peesane,  Connell  Creek  and  Allan.  Several 
had  returned  for  the  third  summer.  While  at  the 
Residence,  they  attend  daily  mass  in  the  Sisters' 
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Residential  Club  Students,  Saskatoon 


these  informal  suppers  are  greatly  appreciated. 

A  few  days  ago  a  guest  speaker  at  a  Con- 
vention at  the  Bessborough  said  that  he  visioned 
a  population  of  half  a  million  for  Saskatoon.  The 
new  north  will  have  much  to  do  in  making  this 
vision  a  fact.  The  new  north  is  an  immense  land 
of  almost  unbelievable  natural  resources  and  of 
undreamed-of  missionary  possibilities.  We  hope 
that  before  many  years  have  passed  we  shall  be 
able  to  give  the  dates  of  the  beginnings  of  rural 
school  missions  in  the  open  spaces  to  the  north. 
What  the  rural  missions  accomplish  is  appre- 
ciated by  non-Catholics.  Speaking  to  his  mental- 
hygiene  class  of  summer-school  teachers  in  July, 
1948,  Dr.  Laycock,  Dean  of  the  College  of  Educa- 
tion, and  head  of  the  Psychology  department  of 
the  University  of  Saskatchewan  said:  "About 
this  matter  (of  contacting  families)  something  has 
been  done  by  the  Roman  Catholic  Church.  You 
will  see  the  Sisters  of  Service  on  the  campus. 
You  may  not  realize  that  they  are  Sisters.  They 
are  dressed  in  grey  and  their  skirts  are  the 
ordinary  length.  You  may  think  they  do  only 
social  welfare  work,  but  some  of  them  are  teachers. 
They  teach  in  the  rural  schools  and  visit  the 
families.   They  try  to  provide  leadership. " 

Perhaps  this  house  in  its  ideal  situation  on 
Saskatchewan  Crescent,  will  some  day  be  full  of 
Sisters  of  Service  gathered  in  from  their  rural 
schools  for  intellectual  and  spiritual  refreshment. 
If  dreams  come  true,  there  are  numerous  dates 
yet  to  be  jotted  down,  along  through  the  con- 
structive years  of  the  future.  S.O.S. 


There  is  a  difference  between  sayinj 
prayers  and  praying  our  prayers. 


chapel,  live  in  inspiring  surroundings,  and  enjoy 
the  educational,  social  and  spiritual  advantages 
of  St.  Thomas  More  College,  which  is  only  a 
few  blocks  distant.  I  heard  a  young  rural  teacher 
'phoning  to  a  friend  one  day :  "It  is  time  for 
me  to  go  back  to  my  school,"  she  said.  "Here 
it  has  been  a  grand  change.  Everyone  at  the 
'IT  has  been  very  nice  to  me  and  here  at  the 
house  the  Sisters  have  been  so  kind.  And  now 
I  must  go  back  to  the  isolated,  bare  little  school." 

So  they  depart  bravely  with  pleasant  mem- 
ories of  a  happy  and  most  profitable  summer  and 
another  such  summer  to  look  forward  to  after 
the  long  stretch  of  the  school  year. 
The  Normal  School  students  re- 
main until  October.  About  the 
middlle  of  September,  from  their 
farm  homes  come  the  University 
girls  all  ready  for  a  big  autumn 
and  winter  of  study  and  activity. 
Thejr  have  made  sure  to  speak  for 
their  living  quarters  months  in 
advance.  The  regular  Newman 
Club  programme  starts.  There  are 
special  lectures  and  social  events. 
In  the  Residential  Club  there  is  a 
general  atmosphere  of  study  and 
culture,  for  a  group  of  happy 
young  women  embued  with  a  de- 
sire for  culture  and  character  are 
educating  themselves  so  that  they 
may  return  to  rural  districts  as 
leaders  in  Catholic  action.  Fresh, 
well-balanced  meals  are  provided. 
Sometimes-  on  summer  evenings 
and  in  early  autumn  picnic  sup- 
pers are  served  in  a  secluded 
glade  in  the  woods  by  the  river ;  Clipping  the  Hedge  at  942  Saskatchewan  Crescent 
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A  Question  Asked  and  Answered 


ISTER,  what  are  you  going  to-  do  all  sum- 
mer,  when  you  have  no  children  to  teach 
or  lessons  to  prepare?"  queried  a  Grade  III 
miss  on  the  last  day  of  school.  Read  on  and  find 
the  answer. 

School  closed  on  June  30th.  July  1st,  Dom- 
inion Day,  was  spent  "doing"  registers!  and  mak- 
ing out  reports.  The  next  morning  we  arose  at 
4  a.m.  as  two  Sisters  were  leaving  on  the  5 :10 
train  —  one  to  attend  summer  school  in  Win- 
nipeg, the  other  returning  to  our  Mother  House 
in  Toronto  —  thus  leaving  only  two  Sisters  at 
home. 

On  July  5th  I  started  on  a  mission  to  pre- 
pare three  Hungarian  children  for  First  Com- 
munion. On  the  way  I  picked  up  one  of  the  lads 
who  directed  me  to  the  farm  house  where  classes 
were  to  be  held.  When  we  arrived  there,  only 
one  boy  was  awaiting  instruction.  The  lady  of 
the  house  did  not  think  it  worth  while  for  me 
to  teach  only  two  pupils,  but  I  remembered  the 
ninety-nine  Our  Lord  left  in  the  fold  while  seek- 
ing ONE  that  had  wandered,  and  I  said  to  my- 
self: "Two  is  twice  as  many  as  one."  When  the 
lady  saw  I  was  not  to  be  discouraged  she  in- 
vited me  into  the  house.  I  taught  in  the  dining 
room  while  she  went  about  her  household  tasks 
in  the  kitchen,  at  the  same  time  keeping  one  eye 
and  both  ears  on  what  was  taking  place  in  the 
adjoining  room.  She  was  keenly  interested  and 
when  we  were  having  lunch  she  remarked  sev- 
eral times :  "It  is  a  great  change  for  the1  child- 
ren." The  next  day  the  other  lad  appeared  and 
on  Friday  two  girls  of  17  and  18  years  arrived 


First  Communion  Class,  Manitoba 


and  asked  if  they  could  attend  classes.  Neither 
had  made  her  First  Communion.  On  Monday  I 
took  the  children,  now  nine  in  all,  to  the  church 
for  instruction. 

At  noon  on  Thursday  one  of  the  First  Com- 
municants came  up  to  me,  thrust  a  dollar  into 
my  hand  and  said :  "Here,  Sister,  my  father 
sent  this  to  you  for  teaching  us."  When  that  lad 
returned  home  in  the  evening  his  father  was  dead  ; 
he  had  suffered  a  heart  attack  while  weeding 
his  garden.  But  the  death  didn't  stop  his  chil- 
dren from  attending  the  religion  classes.  Three 
of  them  came  the  next  day  and  also  the  day  of 
the  funeral. 

When  we  were  driving  home  the  last  clay 
one  of  them  remarked:  "Sister,  I  wish  I  could 
come  two  more  weeks  to  learn  about  God.  If 
you  can't  come  next  year  I  am  going  to  your 
place  to,  learn  more." 

On  July  25th  the  three  boys  and  two  girls 
made  their  First  Communion.  That  same  eve- 
ning Father  R.  called  for  me  to  go  to  N.,  a  dis- 
tance of  fifty  miles.  While  there  I  stayed  with 
a  very  hospitable  family.  The  lady  made  me 
feel  at  home  the  moment  I  entered  her  house. 
She  couldn't  do  enough  for  me.  On  Saturday  her 
grandson  was  to  be  married.  She  wanted  to  go 
to  the  wedding,  but  had  no  one  to  milk  her  cow. 
I  offered  to  do  the  milking.  She  looked  at  me 
and  said:  "You  can't  milk  a  cow."  I  urged  her 
to  go  to  the  wedding  and  leave  the  cow  to  me. 
The  next  morning  she  said  with  a  smile :  "Seeing 
is  believing!" 

Saturday  afternoon  Father  heard  the  chil- 
dren's confessions.  When  they  were  examining 
their  consciences  I  noticed  one  little  lad  looked 
very  worried  and  puzzled.  I  asked  him  if  some- 
thing was  wrong.  He  replied  with  tears  in  his 
eyes:  "Sister,  when  I  got  my  sins  ready  last 
night  I  had  fifteen,  now  I  can  only  find  nine." 
"Quite  a  drop!"  I  said,  but  I  put  him  at  ease 
on  the  matter.  Another  little  Miss  informed  me 
that  she  had  just  three  —  one  big  one  and  two 
little  ones. 

On  Sunday,  August  1st,  fourteen  made  their 
First  Communion.  After  Mass  one  of  the  ladies 
of  the  parish  prepared  a  Communion  breakfast 
for  the  children.  That  afternoon  Father  drove 
me  to  E.  Here  36  children  attended  classes  which 
were  held  in  the  school.  During  the  week  Father 
visited  us  and  entertained  the  class  with  slides 
on  mission  life  in  Africa. 

On  one  occasion  when  I  was  stressing  the 
importance  of  prayer  and  urging  them  to  be 
faithful  to  their  Morning  and  Night  Prayers  one 
of  the  boys  said :  "Sister,  I  never  can  remember* 
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my  Morning  Prayers."  I  told  him  lie  should  try 
to  say  them  before  leaving  his  bedroom.  "But, 
Sister,"  he  exclaimed,  "I  don't  leave  my  bedroom. 
We  have  only  one  room  in  the  house!" 

While  preparing  the  First  Communicants  I 
asked  a  little  lad  what  he  was  going  to  receive 
when  he  made  his  first  communion.  I  knew  by 
the  vacant  look  on  his  face  that  he  didn't  under- 
stand my  question.  Thinking  the  word  "receive" 
was  bothering  him,  as  he  had  not  much  knowl- 
edge of  English,  I  changed  the  question  to  '•What 
are  you  going  to  get  when  you  make  your  first 
communion?"  Immediately  his  face  lighted  up 
with  an  understanding  smile  and  he  said:  "A 


new  shirt!"  I  am  sure  Our  Lord  smiled,  too. 

On  Sunday  twelve  made  their  First  Com- 
munion. After  Mass  parents  and  children  were 
served  a  Communion  breakfast  in  the  hall. 

That  evening  I  returned  home.  The  follow- 
ing week  we  taught  catechism  at  two  Mission 
stations.  August  15th  to  21st  was  Retreat  — 
five  quiet,  peaceful  days  alone  with  God,  days 
in  which  we  stored  up  grace  and  strength  for 
another  year  of  activity  in  the  service  of  the 
Master.   Then  back  to  school. 

I  hope  the  foregoing  is  a  satisfactory  answer 
to  the  question  of  the  little  Third  Grader  — 
"What  are  you  going  to  do  ail  summer?" 

S.O.S. 


Vacation  School  at  Rycroft  District 


THE  first  Vacation  School  held  in  Rycroft 
was  in  1943  —  a  year  before  the  opening 
of  the  Dormitoi*y  by  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
From  the  point  of  view  of  earthly  wisdom  there 
was  no  sense  at  all  in  trying  to  conduct  a  Vaca- 
tion School  for  75  children  in  a  place  where 
there  was  no  church,  no  Sisters  and  no  money! 
No  need  to  tell  you  that  it  was  an  Oblate  Father 
in  charge  of  this  hopeless  situation  and  no  need 
to  say  either  that  this  same  Father  went  right 
ahead  and  had  a  Vacation  School  and  then  pro- 
ceeded to  do  other  things  seemingly  impossible, 
such  as  building  a  Church,  persuading  the  Sisters 
to  stay  in  Rycroft  and  open  a  Mission  and  other 
things  too  numerous  to  mention. 

Father  Paquin,  O.M.I.,  gathered  his  little 
parishioners  together  for  these  two  weeks  of  reli- 
gious instruction;  35  of  them  lived  in  town  for 
the  two  weeks  and  the  rest  were  driven  back 
and  forth  each  day  in  Father's  car.  Two  of  our 
Sisters  from  Edmonton  came  to  prepare  the 
children  for  First  Communion  and  Confirmation. 
After  two  hectic  weeks,  His  Excellency  Bishop 
Guy,  O.M.I.,  came  for  Confirmation  —  this  taking 
place  in  the  Agricultural  Hall. 

In  1944  the  Sisters  of  Service  came  to  Ry- 
oroft  to  stay  and  the  following  summer  we  taught 
Catechism  in  three  of  Father's  Missions.  We  went 
first  to  Esher  where  we  had  a  large  class,  about 
thirty  children.  They  were  most  interested  in 
their  Catechism  and  attended  very  well.  The  day 
began  with  Mass,  after  Father  had  made  several 
trips  to  get  children  who  lived  at  a  distance. 
After  Mass  and  breakfast,  classes  began,  one 
class  in  Church  and  another  outside  under  the 
shade  of  the  trees  (if  any).  Class  time  was  di- 
vided into  several  periods — lessons,  project  Avork, 
singing  and  story-telling.  Such  books  as  "Wopsy" 
"Above  the  Blue"  and  Father  Brennan's  well- 
written  stories,  were  in  great  demand.   At  the 


end  of  the  first  day  one  little  girl  said  in  an 
amazed  voice,  "This  is  fun."  When  Catechism  was 
over  for  the  day,  Father  gave  Benediction  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  after  which  he  made  several 
trips  to  bring  the  children  home  again. 

After  Esher  we  went  to  Woking.  We  were 
to  teach  in  the  school  and  as  it  seemed  the  most 
convenient  place  to  live,  we  set  up  our  house- 
hold goods  in  one  of  the  cloakrooms.  Having 
heard  there  were  mice  there  we  decided  to  put 
our  beds  up  on  a  ledge  that  ran  along  one  wall 
about  4  feet  above  the  floor.  It  was  a  little  hard 
but  quite  comfortable  otherwise.  The  school  is 
three  miles  from  the  nearest  Catholic  family,  so 
we  cooked  our  own  meals  on  a  one-burner  gas- 
oline stove. 


Three  First  Communicants,  Rycroft 


MEN  HAVE  SIGHT;    WOMEN  INSIGHT 
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There  is  no  church  in  Woking  so  the  school- 
room was  both  chapel  and  classroom.  Our  Lord 
in  His  little  Tabernacle  (brought  from  the  church 
in  Ry  croft)  had  to  be  content  with  the  teacher's 
desk  for  an  altar.  We  lit  the  Sanctuary  Lamp 
(also  brought  with  us),  the  children  decorated 
the  altar  with  flowers  and  behold !  we  had  a 
chapel.  The  children  tip-toed  in  for  little  visits 
and  we  all  said  our  prayers  there  during  the 
day.  Father  said  Mass  each  morning  after  driv- 
ing 40  miles  or  more  to  pick  up  some  of  the  chil- 
dren. At  the  end  of  each  day  there  was  Bene- 
diction with  hymns  sung  to  the  accompaniment 
of  the  school  piano. 

After  we  had  finished  teaching  in  each 
centre  came  the  excitement  of  First  Communion 
Sunday  with  all  its  attendant  festivities.  Our 
own  beloved  Bishop  Routhier  now  comes  every 
two  years  to  administer  Confirmation  in  Rycroft 
and  its  Missions.  His  Excellency  is  most  inter- 
ested in  our  missionary  work  and  gives  us  many 
tokens  of  his  fatherly  kindness. 

As  we  return  each  summer  to  leach  Cate- 
chism in  these  different  centres  we  realize  more 
and  more  the  importance  of  teaching  Christian 
doctrine  in  districts  where  so  many  new  Can- 
adians are  in  danger  of  drifting  towards  the 
dreaded  Communism. 


THESE  ARE  THE  GIFTS  I  ASK 

Henry  van  Dyke 

These  are  the  gifts  I  ask 

Of  Thee,  Spirit  serene: 

Strength  for  the  daily  task, 

Courage  to  face  the  road, 
Good  cheer  to  help  me  bear  the  traveler's  load, 
And,  for  the  hours  of  rest  that  come  between, 
An  inward  joy  of  all  things  heard  and  seen. 

These  are  the  sins  I  fain 

Would  have  Thee  take  away : 

Malice  and  cold  disdain, 

Hot  anger,  sullen  hate, 
Scorn  of  the  lowly,  envy  of  the  great, 
And  discontent  that  casts  a  shadow  gray 
On  all  the  brightness  of  the  common  day. 


THE  BEST  ARGUMENT 

In  a  sense  the  best  argument  in  favor  of  the 
Catholic  Church  is  in  the  lives  of  Her  children 
rather  than  in  the  learning  of  Her  scholars.  Let 
every  Catholic  be  a  Catholic  in  deed  as  well  as 
in  name,  and  the  whole  world  will  soon  be  at 
the  feet  of  Christ. 

—Rev.  W.  J.  Sutton 


OCTOBER,  19  4  8 


A  Word  to  the  "Useless" 

Of  all  sufferings  that  can  wring  the  human 
heart,  few  are  more  painful  than  the  feeling,  or 
rather  conviction,  that  one  is  useless  to  anyone 
or  for  anything.  If  this  "uselessness"  is  the  result 
of  illness  or  accident,  it  is  comparatively  easy 
to  bear,  for  one  can  see  the  direct  working  of 
God's  Hand  in  such  happenings.  It  is  when  soul, 
mind  and  body  are  in  perfect  health  and  yet 
circumstances  are  such  that  one  has  no  oppor- 
tunity to  either  influence  others  for  good  or  en- 
gage in  any  needful  work  that  the  "useless"  cross 
presses  unbearably. 

Be  of  good  heart,  you  useless  ones,  and  take 
courage  from  the  thought  that  it  was  when  Our 
Lord  seemed  to  be  most  useless  —  hanging  in 
disgrace  between  two  thieves  - —  that  He  wrought 
the  world's  salvation.  So  if  your  uselessness  is 
in  no  way  of  your  own  making  or  choosing,  may 
it  not  be  that  you  are  of  the  favoured  few 
chosen  by  Christ  to  share  —  not  the  activity  of 
His  busy  public  life,  but  the  apparent  futility 
of  helpless  abandonment  on  a  cross? 

The  desire  to  DO  something  is  natural,  but 
to  BE  something  is  much  more  important,  and 
being  nailed  to  what  may  be  a  saving  cross  of 
uselessness  can  be  of  more  service  to  God  than 
the  doing  of  many  good  works  in  which  self  is 
apt  to  glean  as  much  satisfaction  as  the  Lord 
wins  glory.  Remember,  souls  can  be  saved  by 
the  humble  prayers  (and  perhaps  tears)  of  those 
who  appear  useless  in  the  eyes  of  men  —  even 
good  men!  Take  up  the  cross  of  uselessness,  if 
God  so  wills  it,  bear  it  bravely  and  be  nailed 
upon  it  with  the  Victim  of  Calvary.  Rejoice  and 
be  glad,  in  spite  of  human  shrinking,  for  your 
crucifixion,  united  to  His,  will  be  used  by  God 
for  the  world's  salvation. 


BISHOP  CODY  AT  PROFESSION  CEREMONY 

(Continued  from  Page  9) 

What  a  crying  need  and  what  a  marvellous 
field  for  a  group  of  followers  of  Christ  who 
live  penitential  lives  (with  emphasis  on  the  pen- 
ance to  counteract  the  unbalanced  lives  of  our 
young  moderns),  the  building  up  by  daily  teach- 
ing and  contact  of  a  truly  Christian  outlook 
which  results  in  Christ-like  actions  and  a  full 
Christian  life. 

With  renewed  immigration,  the  old  story  is 
and  will  continue  to  be  repeated.  Are  we  so 
blind  that  we  do  not  see  the  need?  Or  do  we 
see  it  and  turn  our  backs? 


A  wise  man  has  reminded  us  that  in  any 
controversy  the  instant  we  feel  anger  we  have 
already  ceased  striving  for  truth  and  have  begun 
striving  for  ourselves. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


WHAT  WE  ARDENTLY  WISH  WE  SOOX  BELIEVE 
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'TWthe-fcelci 
is  •  the  HJorld  " 


HE  FIELD  AFAR* 


Thoughts  for  Mission  Sunday 


Jn  these  bleak  day®  of  1948,  it  is  becoming 
increasingly  clear  that  the  struggle  between 
Christ  and  the  anti-Christ,  between  good  and 
evil,  between  Christianity  as  a  way  of  life  and 
godlessness,  is  reaching  its  climax.  Never  before 
have  the  battles  between  the  two  forces  been 
so  clear-cut  and  well  defined.  There  is  no  part 
of  the  world  which  is  not  being  touched  by  this 
conflict.  The  spirit  of  the  anti-Christ  is  more 
apparent  in  the  suave,  well  oiled  words  of  the 
Communists  than  in  the  outspoken  advocates  of 
devil  worship  in  the  jungles  of  Africa. 

In  this  crucial  year,  both  Communism  and 
Christianity  have  scored  victories  all  over  the 
world.  In  Italy,  the  Italians  courageously  stemmed 
the  Red  tide  on  the  outskirts  of  the  Vatican  by 
a  bloodless,  momentous  election.  In  the  same 
year,  the  United  States  itself,  the  citadel  of 
Christianity,  took  a  long  stride  into  paganism 
when  the  Supreme  Court  upheld  an  atheist's  suit 
to  have  religious  instruction  banned  in  the  public 
schools  in  her  state.  It  is  encouraging  to  note 
that  the  message  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  —  stating 
that  without  prayer,  penance  and  the  conversion 
of  Russia,  civilization  is  lost  —  is  being  heeded 
by  increasing  numbers  of  the  faithful.  But  it 
is  discouraging  to  realize  that  as  the  ranks  of 
the  faithful  swell  with  the  simple-hearted  con- 
verts from  the  jungles  and  wastelands,  the  ranks 
of  sophisticated  scoffers  at  religion  from  the  so- 
called  civilized  countries  also  increase. 

For  centuries,  Catholic  missionaries  have 
been  combatting  the  evil  in  the  world  by  quietly 
bringing  the  people  of  the  most  backward  na- 
tions as  well  as  the  so-called  sophisticates  of  non- 
Catholic  countries,  into  the  Mystical  Body  of 
Christ.  Now,  because  it  appears  that  all  man- 
made  remedies  for  a  lasting  peace  have  failed, 


we  understand  that  true  peace  can  come  to  man 
only  when  the  world  is  returned  to  its1  rightful 
owner,  God.  Perhaps  if  our  missionaries,  in  their 
travels,  can  penetrate  the  rim  of  the  iron  curtain 
and  arouse  the  human  souls  in  the  Communist 
dominated  countries,  they  can  re-awaken  in 
these  people  a  love  of  God  and  their  fellow  men, 
and  avert  war  for  all  time. 

October  24,  1948,  has  been  designated  by  the 
Holy  See  as  Mission  Sunday.  On  that  day,  the 
faithful  are  asked  to  give  alms  and  prayers  to 
the  missionaries.  The  missioners  themselves  are 
quite  prepared  to  make  all  the  sacrifices.  They 
will  tend  the  lepers  in  the  various  leper  colonies, 
endure  the  climate  of  the  frozen  Arctic,  submit 
to  the  indignities  of  the  "People's  Court"  in 
China,  and  live  in  poverty  in  Africa.  They,  are 
willing  to  risk  their  lives  in  the  Hindu-Moslem 
riots  of  India,  to  take  the  smiling  insults  that 
are  offered  to  them  in  the  southern  part  of  the 
United  States,  and  to  sleep  on  bare  floors  in 
Korea.  But  we  are  only  asked  to  give  alms  and 
prayer ! 


They  (the  Communists)  claim  that  when  the 
missionary,  world-wide  objectives  of  the  Church 
became  secondary,  it  began  to  decline. 


To  expect  a  Catholic  to  be  interested  in 
spreading  the  faith  over  the  world  when  he  is 
little  interested  in  spreading  his  faith  around 
him,  is  to  expect  the  impossible.  Yes,  perhaps 
a  few  will.  But  the  vast  majority  will  never 
be  interested  in  souls  over  the  world,  until  they 
become  interested  in  souls  around  them. 


GREAT  SOULS  HAVE  WILLS;    FEEBLE  ONES  HAVE  ONLY  WISHES 
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SELECTIONS  AND  REFLECTIONS 

By  Thomasina  Kwinas 

Who  has  not  known  persons  in  whom  there 
seems  to  be  nothing  lacking  of  the  statutory  marks 
of  Christian  perfection  —  constant  frequenters  of 
the  'Sacraments,  active  in  good  works,  students 
of  spiritual  literature,  following  perhaps  an  exact- 
ing rule  of  life  and  obedient  to  a  director  —  who, 
given  the  occasion,  have  shown  themselves  cap- 
able of  unbelievable  contempt  and  resentment 
and  hardness  towards  others?  Who  take  offence 
and  will  not  forgive,  who  are  eagerly  ready  to 
condemn  and  seem  to  be  incapable  of  making 
allowances  or  of  forming  a  kindly  judgment  when 
they  meet  with  uncongenial  people?  What  is  the 
worth  of  the  "perfection"  of  such  as  these?  It 
is  an  illusion;  it  has  hardly  the  substance  of  a 

mist  thin,  formless,  perishing. 

#  #  * 

Distractions  are  not  due  to  the  imagination, 
but  to  the  instability  of  the  heart.  Where  the 
heart  is,  there  at  once  are  all  the  other  powers ; 
and  if  the  heart  be  not  set  right,  well  may  we 
break  our  heads  —  and  all  to  no  purpose. 

To  have  a  virgin  soul  is  to  love  nothing 
but  God,  or  except  for  His  sake.  That  soul  is 
virginal  which  is  ever  looking  for  its  Beloved 
who  is  in  heaven,  and  which  sees  Him  in  what- 
ever is  lovely  upon  earth,  loving  earthly  friends 
very  dearly,  but  in  their  proper  place  as1  His  gifts 
and  His  representatives  —  loving  Jesus  alone  with 
sovereign  affection,  and  bearing  to  lose  all  in 
order  to  keep  Him. 

The  most  rigorous  penance  affects  the  body 
only,  and  can  do  nothing  with  the  essential  im- 
purity of  the  spirit.  Therefore,  grace  must  cor- 
rode the  very  substance  of  the  creature  to  whom 
Increate  Love  wishes  to  unite  itself. 

The  sign  by  which  we  know  that  God  is  in 
us  and  that  we  are  possessed  by  His  Love  is  that 
we  receive  not  only  patiently  but  gratefully  what- 
ever hurts  us  or  makes  us  suffer. 

#  #  # 

The  best  of  all  prayers  is  that  in  which  we 
ask  that  God's  Holy  Will  be  accomplished  both 

in  ourselves  and  in  others. 

#  #  * 

All  of  us  desire  to  be  loved.  It  were  wiser 
to  wish  for  the  greater  blessing  of  loving,  since 
this  latter  gift  oftentimes  results  in  the  satis- 
faction of  the  former  desire. 

Oh,  what  does  God  care  for  your  sins! 
Wretched,  petty  things!  He  can  forgive  the  lot 
of  them  in  an  instant  —  the  instant  you  turn 
to  Him  with  sincere  contrition.  He  isn't  interested 
in  your  sins.  He  wants  your  love. 


INVINCIBLE  CONFIDENCE 

The  Superior  of  our  Convent  was  ill  and  had 
to  be  off  duty  for  several  months.  Sister  Angela 
(we'll  call  her  this  because  it  wasn't  her  name) 
was  sent  to  replace  her  and  during  the  first  few 
days  she  was  in  the  house  it  was  evident  to  all 
that  she  was  completely  at  sea  regarding  the  work 
of  our  particular  mission.  She  seemed  to  do  no- 
thing but  make  mistakes  and  get  into  difficulties. 
In  spite  of  this  she  did  not  seem  at  all  discotiraged 
and  never  allowed  her  friendly  smile  and  kindly 
manner  to  be  the  least  bit  affected,  no  matter 
how  ridiculous  the  situation  in  which  she  found 
herself. 

The  day  arrived  on  which  the  Superior  was 
to  leave — and  I  with  her.  An  hour  or  so  before 
the  time  of  departure.  Sister  Angela  made  an- 
other terrible  blunder.  This  time  the  Superior, 
who  had  been  trying  hard  to  be  patient  all  along, 
lost  control  and  said  sharply:  "Really,  Sister, 
I  don't  know  how  in  the  world  you  are  going  to 
manage  here  after  I  go."  (I  must  say  the  rest 
of  us  were  by  this  time  of  the  same  opinion.) 

Sister  Angela  looked  a  wee  bit  distressed  for 
a  moment,  but  the  next  instant,  with  that  lovely 
smile  that  won  us  in  spite  of  everything,  she 
said :  "No,  Sister,  I  don't  know  either  how  I  am 
going  to  manage,  but  I'm  sure  the  Lord  does,  or 
He  wouldn't  have  sent  me  here." 

We  were  all  silent.  After  all,  what  was  there 
to  say  in  the  face  of  such  utter  reliance  on  the 
assistance  of  Him  to  Whom  she  had  vowed  obe- 
dience in  the  person  of  her  superiors.  I  boarded 
the  train  that  afternoon  fully  convinced  there 
was  no  cause  for  worry  as  to  how  things  would 
go  in  that  mission,  for  was  not  the  Lord  Himself 
in  charge  —  free  to  act  in  one  so  completely 
abandoned  to  His  Will? 

Nor  was  I  mistaken,  for  Sister  Angela,  pro- 
fiting by  the  humiliating  mistakes  of  the  first 
few  days,  soon  had  everything  well  in  hand,  and 
I  have  since  heard  on  several  occasions  from 
Sisters  on  that  mission  that  the  months  Sister 
Angela  was  with  them  were  so  pleasant  that  they 
look  on  them  as  one  of  the  happiest  periods  of 
their  religious  life.  Truly,  the  Lord  knows  how 
to  choose  His  own  instruments! 


THERE  IS  NO  INDEX  OF  CHARACTER  SO  SURE  AS  THE  VOICE 


